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FIGHTING FACTS FOR FOGIES. 


YounG people are often charged with 
caring little for the past. The charge is 
just; and the young are right. If they 
care little for the past, then it is certain 
that it is in debt to them, — as for them 
the past cared nothing. It is wonderful, 
considering how children used to be treat- 
ed, that the human race ever succeeded 
in getting established on earth. Human- 
ity should have died out, there was so lit- 
tle that was humane in its bringing up. 
Because they had contrived to bring a 
helpless creature into a world that every 
one wishes he had never known at least 
twenty-four times a day, a father and 
mother of the very old school indeed as- 
sumed that they had the right to make 
that creature a slave, and to hold it in 
everlasting chains. They had much to 
say about the duty of children, and very 
little about the love of parents. The 
sacrificing of children to idols, a not un- 
common practice in some renowned coun- 
tries of antiquity, the highest-born chil- 
dren being the favorite victims, — for Mo- 
loch’s appetite was delicate, — could ney- 
er have taken place in any country where 
the voice of Nature was heeded; and yet 


those sacrifices were but so many proofs 
of the existence of a spirit of pride, which 
caused men to offer up their offspring on 
the domestic altar. Son and slave were 
almost the same word with the Romans; 
and your genuine old Roman made little 
ado about cutting off the head of one of 
his boys, perhaps for doing something 
of a praiseworthy nature. Old Junius 
Brutus was doubly favored by Fortune, 
for he was enabled to kill two of his sons 
in the name of Patriotism, and thereby 
to gain a reputation for virtue that en- 
dures to this day, — though, after all, he 
was but the first of the brutes. The 
Romans kept up the paternal rule for 
many ages, and theoretically it long sur- 
vived the Republic. It had existed in 
the Kingdom, and it was not unknown 
to the Empire. We have an anecdote 
that shows how strong was the suprem- 
acy of paterfamilias at the beginning of 
the eighth century, when Young Rome 
had already made more than one auda- 
cious display of contempt for the Con- 
script Fathers. When Pompeius was ask- 
ed what he would do, if Cesar should 
resist the requirements of the Senate, he 
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answered, — “ What if my son should 
raise his stick against me?” — meaning 
to imply, that, in his opinion, resistance 
from Cxsar was something too absurd to 
be thought of Yet Caesar did resist, 
and triumphed ; and, judging from their 
after-lives, we should say that the Young 
Pompeys would have had small hesita- 
tion in raising their sticks against their 
august governor, had he proved too dis- 
obedient. A few years earlier, accord- 
ing to Sallust, a Roman, one Fulvius, 
had caused his son to be put to death, 
because he had sought to join Catiline. 
The old gentleman heard what his son 
was about, and when Young Hopeful 
was arrested and brought before him, he 
availed himself of his fatherly privilege, 
and had him strangled, or disposed of af- 
ter some other of those charming fashions 
which were so common in the model re- 
public of antiquity. ‘* This imitation of 
the discipline of the ancient republic,” 
says Merivale, ‘ excited neither applause 
nor indignation among the languid vo- 
luptuaries of the Senate.” They proba- 
bly voted Fulvius a brute, but they no 
more thought of questioning the legality 
of his conduct than they did of imitating 
it. Law was one thing, opinion another. 
If he liked to play Lucius Junius, well 
and good; but they had no taste for the 
part. They felt much as we used to feel 
in Fugitive-Slave-Law times: we did not 
question the law, but we would have 
nothing to do with its execution. 
Modern fathers have had no such pow- 
ers as were held by those of Rome, and 
if an Englishman of Red-Rose views had 
killed his son for setting off to join Ed- 
ward IV. when he had landed at Ra- 
venspur, no one would think of prais- 
ing the act. What was all right in a Ro- 
man of the year 1 of the Republic would 
be considered shocking in a Christian 
of the fifteenth century, a time when 
Christianity had become much diluted 
from the intermixture of blood. In the 
next century, poor Lady Jane Grey spoke 
of the torments which she had endured 
at the hands of her parents, who were of 
the noblest blood of Europe, in terms 
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[April, 
that ought to make every young woman 
thankful that her lot was not cast in the 
good old times. Roger Ascham was her 
confidant. He had gone to Brodegate, 
to take leave of her, and “ found her in 
her chamber alone, reading Phiedo Pla- 
tonis in Greek, and that with as much 
delight as some gentlemen would read a 
merry tale of Boceace ”; and as all the 
rest of the Greys were hunting in the 
park, the schoolmaster inquired why she 
should lose such pastime. The lady an- 
swered, that the pleasure they were hav- 
ing in the park was but the shadow of 
that pleasure she found in Plato. The 
conversation proceeding, Ascham inquir- 
ed how it was that she had come to know 
such true pleasure, and she answered, — 
‘J will tell you, and tell you a truth 
which perchance ye may marvel at. One 
of the greatest benefits God ever gave 
me is that he sent me so sharp and se- 
vere parents and so gentle a schoolmas- 
ter. For when I am in presence either 
of father or mother, whether I speak, 
keep silence, sit, stand, or go, eat, drink, 
be merry, or sad, be sewing, playing, dan- 
cing, or doing anything else, I must do 
it as it were in such weight, number, and 
measure, even so perfectly as God made 
the world, or else I am so sharply taunt- 
ed, so cruelly threatened, yea, presently, 
sometimes with pinches, nips, and bobs, 
and other ways, (which I will not name 
for the honor I bear them,) so without 
measure misordered, that I think myself 
in hell, till time come that I must go to 
Mr. Elmer, who teacheth me so gently, 
so pleasantly, with such fair allurements 
to learning, that I think all the time 
nothing while I am with him. And when 
Iam called from him, I fall on weeping, 
because whatsoever I do else beside learn- 
ing is full of grief, trouble, fear, and whole 
misliking unto me. And thus my book 
hath been so much my pleasure, and bring- 
eth daily more pleasure and more, that 
in respect of it all other pleasures, in very 
deed, be but trifles and troubles to me.” 
The Duke and Duchess of Suffolk were 
neither better nor worse than other par- 
ents who tormented and tyrannized over 
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their children temp. Edward VI., and 
nothing but the prominence of the most 
unfortunate of their unfortunate daugh- 
ters has preserved the memory of their 
domestic despotism. ‘Throughout all Eng- 
land it was the same, from palace to cas- 
tle, and from castle to hovel; and father 
and tyrant were convertible terms. Youth 
must have been but a dreary time in those 
old days. Scott's Sir Henry Lee, accord- 
ing to his son, kept strict rule over his 
children, and he was a type of the an- 
tique knight, not of the debauched cava- 
lier, and would be obeyed, with or with- 
out reason. ‘The letters and the litera- 
ture of the seventeenth century show, 
that, how loose soever became other ties, 
parents maintained their hold on their 
children with iron hands. Even the li- 
cense of the Restoration left fatherly 
rule largely triumphant and undisputed. 
When even “husbands, of decent sta- 
tion, were not ashamed to beat their 
wives,” sons and daughters were not 
spoiled by a sparing of the rod. Harsh- 
ness was the rule in every grade of life, 
and harsh indeed was parental rule, un- 
til the reader wonders that there was not 
a general rebellion of women, children, 
scholars, and apprentices against the sav- 
age ascendency of husbands, fathers, ped- 
agogues, and masters. 

But the fashions of this world, whether 
good or evil, pass away. In the eigh- 
teenth century we find parents becoming 
more humane, though still keeping their 
offspring pretty stifly bitted. They shar- 
ed in the general mcelioration of the age. 
The father was “ honored sir,” and was 
not too familiar with his boys. The great 
outbreak at the close of the century did 
much for the emancipation of the young; 
and by the time that the present century 
had advanced to a third of its years, youth 
had so far got the best of the conflict, and 
treated their elders with so little consider- 
ation, that it was thought the latter were 
rather presumptuons in remaining on earth 
after fifty. Youth began to organize it- 
self. Young Germany, Young France, 
and Young England became powers in 
the world. Young Germany was reyo- 
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lutionary and metaphysical, and nourish- 
ed itself on bad beer and worse tobacco. 
Young France was full-bearded and de- 
cidedly dirty, and so far deferred to the 
past as to look for models in 7933 and it 
had a strong reverence for that antique 
sentiment which exhibited itself in the 
assassination of kings. Young England 
was gentlemanly and cleanly, its leaders 
being of the patrician order ; and it look- 
ed to the Middle Ages for patterns of con- 
duct. Its chiefs wore white waistcoats, 
gave red cloaks and broken meat to old 
women, and would have lopped off three 
hundred years from Old England’s life, 
by pushing her back to the early days of 
Henry VILL, when the religious houses 
flourished, and when the gallows was a 
perennial plant, bearing fruit that was 
nol for the healing of the nations. Some 
of the cleverest of the younger members 
of the aristocracy belonged to the new 
organization, and a great genius wrote 
some delightful novels to show their pur- 
pose, and to illustrate their manner of 
how-not-to-do-it in grappling with the 
grand social questions of the age. In 
“ Coningsby ” they sing canticles and ear- 
ry about the boar’s head; in ‘ Sibyl” 
they sing hymns to the Holy Virgin and 
the song of labor, and steal title-deeds, 
after setting houses on fire to distract 
attention from their immediate object ; 
and in “ Tancred” they go on pilgrim- 
age to the Holy Sepulchre, by way of 
reviving their faith. All this is so well 
done, that Young England will survive in 
literature, and be the source of edifica- 
tion, long after there shall be no more 
left of the dust of its chiefs than there is 
of the dust of Cheops or Cesar. For all 
these youths are already vanished, leay- 
ing no more traces than you would find 
of the flowers that bloomed in the days 
of their lives. Young Germany went out 
immediately after the failure of the rey- 
olutionists of 1848-9. Young France 
thought it had triumphed in the fall of 
the Orléans monarchy, but had only tak- 
en the first long step toward making its 
own fall complete ; and now some of its 
early members are of the firmest sup- 
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porters of the new phase of imperialism, 
the only result of the Revolution of Feb- 
ruary that has given signs of endurance. 
Young England went out as soberly and 
steadily as it had lived. ‘The select few 
who composed it died like gentlemen, 
and were as polite as Lord Chesterfield 
in the article of death. Some of them 
turned Whigs, and have held office un- 
der Lord Palmerston; and others are 
Tories, and expect to hold office under 
Lord Derby, when he shall form his third 
ministry. Young America, the worst of 
these youths, and the latest born, was 
never above an assassin in courage, or in 
energy equal to more than the plunder- 
ing of a hen-roost. The fruits of his ex- 
ertions are to be seen in some of the in- 
cidents of the Secession War, and they 
were not worth the gathering. 

The world had settled down into the 
belief, that, after all, a man was not much 
to be blamed for growing old, and liber- 
al-minded people were fast coming to 
the conclusion, that years, on the whole, 
were not dishonorable, when the break- 
ing out of a great war led to the return 
of youth to consideration. The English 
found themselves at war with Russia, 
much to their surprise ; and, still more 
to their surprise, their part in that war 
was made subordinate to that of the 
Freneh, who acted with them, in the 
world’s estimate of the deeds of the mem- 
bers of the new Grand Alliance. This 
is not the place to discuss the question 
whether that estimate was a just one. 
We have to do only with the facts that 
England was made to stand in the back- 
ground, and that she seemed at first dis- 
posed to accept the general verdict. 
There was, too, much mismanagement 
in the conduct of the war, some of which 
might easily have been avoided; and 
there was not a little suffering, as the con- 
sequence of that mismanagement. John 
Bull must have his scape-goat, like the rest 
of us ; and, looking over the field, he dis- 
covered that all his leaders were old men, 
and forthwith, though the oldest of old 
fellows himself, he laid all his mishaps to 
the account of the years of his upper ser- 
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vants. Sir Charles Napier, who never 
got into St. Petersburg, was old, and had 
been a dashing sailor forty years before. 
Admiral Dundas, who did not destroy 
Sweaborg, but only burned a lot of cord- 
ed wood there in summer time, was an- 
other old sailor. Lord Raglan, who ney- 
er saw the inside of Sebastopol, was well 


stricken in years, having served in Wel- 


lington’s military family during the Pen- 
insular War. General Simpson, Sir C. 
Campbell, General Codrington, Sir G. 
Brown, Sir G. Catheart, and others of 
the leaders of the English army in the 
Crimea, were of the class of gentlemen 
who might, upon meeting, furnish mat- 
ter for a paragraph on ‘ united ages.” 
What more natural than to attribute all 
that was unpleasant in the war to the 
stagnated blood of men who had heard 
the music of that musketry before which 
Napoleon I’s empire had gone down ? 
The world went mad on the subject, and 
it was voted that old generals were nui- 
sances, and that no man had any busi- 
ness in active war who was old enough 
to have much experience. Age might 
be venerable, but it was necessarily weak ; 
and the last place in which it should show 
itself was the field. 

It was not strange that the English 
should have come to the conclusion that 
the fogies were unfit to lead armies. 
They were in want of an excuse for 
their apparent failure in the war, and 
they took the part that was suggested to 
them, — therein behaving no worse than 
ourselves, who have accounted for our 
many reverses in many foolish and con- 
tradictory ways. But it was strange 
that their view was accepted by others, 
whose minds were undisturbed, because 
unmistified, — and accepted, too, in face 
of the self-evident fact that almost every 
man who figured in the war was old. 
Maréchal Pélissier,* to whom the chief 


* There are three accounts as to the time 
of the birth of “ St. Arnand, formerly Leroy.” 
That which makes him oldest represents him 
as being fifty-eight at the Battle of the Al- 
ma. The second makes him fifty-six, and 
the third fifty-three. In either case he was 
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honor of the contest has been conceded, 
was but six years the junior of Lord 
Raglan ; and if the Englishman’s sixty- 
six years are to count against age in war, 
why should not the Frenchman’s sixty 
years count for it? Prince Gortschakoff, 
who defended Sebastopol so heroically, 
was but four years younger than Lord Rag- 
lan; and Prince Paskevitch was more than 
six years his senior. Muravieff, Menschi- 
koff, Luders, and other Russian command- 
ers opposed to the Allies, were all old men, 
all past sixty years when the war began. 
Prince Menschikoff was sixty-four when 
he went on his famous mission to Con- 
stantinople, and he did not grow youn- 
ger in the eighteen months that followed, 
and at the end of which he fought and 
lost the Battle of the Alma. The Rus- 
sian war was an old man’s war, and the 
stubbornness with which it was waged had 
in it much of that ugliness which belongs 
to age. 
“The young man’s wrath is like light straw 
on fire, 

But like red-hot steel is the old man’s ire.” 

What rendered the attacks that were 
made on old generals in 1854—6 the more 
absurd was the fact, that the English 
called upon an old man to relieve them 
from bad government, and were backed 
by other nations. Lord Palmerston, up- 
on whom all thoughts and all eyes were 
directed, was older than any one of those 
generals to whose years Englishmen at- 
tributed their country’s failure. When, 
with the all but universal approbation of 
Great Britain and her friends, he became 
Prime- Minister, he was in his seventy- 
first year, and his action showed that his 
natural force was not abated. He was 
called to play the part of the elder Pitt 
at a greater age than Pitt reached; and 
he did not disappoint expectation. It is 
strange indeed, considering that the Pre- 
micrship was a more difficult post to fill 
than that held by any English general, 
that the English should rely upon the 


not a young man; but, though suffering from 
mortal illness, he showed no want of vigor 
on almost every occasion when its display 
was required. 
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oldest of their active statesmen to retrieve 
their fortunes, while they were condem- 
ning as unfit for service men who were 
his juniors by several years. 

In truth, the position that youth is 
necessary to success in war is not sus- 
tained by military history. It may be 
no drawback to a soldier’s excellence 
that he is young, but it is equally true 
that an old man may possess every qual- 
ity that is necessary in a soldier who 
would serve his country well and win 
immortal fame for himself. The best of 
the Greek commanders were men in ad- 
vanced life, with a few exceptions. The 
precise age of Miltiades at Marathon is 
unproven; but as he had become a noted 
character almost thirty years before the 
date of that most memorable of battles, 
he must have been old when he fought 
and won it. Even Alcibiades, with whom 
is associated the idea of youth through 
his whole career, as if Time had stood 
still in his behalf, did not have a great 
command until he was approaching to 
middle age; and it was not until some 
years more had expired that he won vie- 
tories for the Athenians. The date of 
the birth of Epaminondas — the best 
public man of all antiquity, and the best 
soldier of Greece —cannot be fixed ; but 
we find him a middle-aged man when 
first he appears on that stage on which 
he performed so pure and brilliant a 
part through seventeen eventful years. 
Fight years after he first came forward 
he won the Battle of Leuctra, which 
shattered the Spartan supremacy forev- 


er, and was the most perfect specimen 
of scientific fighting that is to be found in 
classical history, and which some of the 
greatest of modern commanders have 
been proud merely to imitate. After 
that action, but not immediately after it, 
he invaded the Pelopennesus, and led 
his forces to the vicinity of Sparta, and 
then effected a revolution that bridled 
that power perpetually. Nine years after 
Leuctra he won the Battle of Mantinea, 
dying on the field. He must then have 
been an old man, but the last of his cam- 
paigns was a miracle of military skill in 
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all respects; and the effect of his death 
was the greatest that ever followed the 
fall of a general on a victorions field, ac- 
tually turning victory into defeat. The 
Spartan king, Agesilaus II., who was 
a not unworthy antagonist of the great 
Theban, was an old man, and was over 
seventy when he saved Sparta solely 
through his skill as a soldier and his 
energy as a statesman. As a rule, the 
Greeks, the most intellectual of all races, 
were averse to the employment of young 
men in high offices. The Spartan Bras- 
idas, if it be true that he fell in the 
flower of his age, as the historian asserts, 
may have been a young man at the be- 
ginning of the Peloponnesian War, in 
which he was eminently distinguished ; 
but it was his good fortune to be singu- 
larly favored by circumstances on more 
than one occasion, and his whole career 
was eminently exceptional to the general 
eurrent of Iellenic life. 

The Romans, though not braver than 
the Greeks, were more fortunate in their 
military career than the stayers of the 
march of Persia. Like the Greeks, they 
had but few young generals of much 
reputation. Most of their conquests, and, 
indeed, the salvation of their country, 
were the work of old leaders. The grand 
crisis of Rome was in the years that fol- 
lowed the arrival of Hannibal in Italy ; 
and the two men who did most to baffle 
the invader were Fabius and Marcellus, 
who were called, respectively, Rome's 
shield and sword. They were both old 
men, though Marcellus may have been 
looked upon as young in comparison with 
Fabius, who was upward of seventy, and 
who, eight years after his memorable 
pro- dictatorship, retook Tarentum and 
bafiled Hannibal. The old Lingerer was, 
at eighty, too clever, slow as they thought 
him at Rome, to be “taken in” by Han- 
nibal, who had prepared a nice trap for 
him, into which he would not walk. Mar- 
cellus was about fifty-two when he was 
pitted against the victor of Canna, and 
he met him on various occasions, and 
sometimes with striking success. At the 
age of fifty-six he took Syracuse, after 
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one of the most memorable of sieges, in 
which he had Archimedes for an oppo- 
nent. At sixty he was killed in a skir- 
mish, leaving the most brilliant military 
name of the republican times, so highly 
are valor and energy rated, though in 
the higher qualities of generalship he was 
inferior to men whose names are hardly 
known. Undoubtedly, Mommsen is right 
when he says that Rome was saved by 
the Roman system, and not by the labors 
of this man or that; but it is something 
for a country to have men who know 
how to work under its system, and in 
accordance with its requirements; and 
such men were Fabius and Marcellus, 
the latter old enough to be Hannibal's 
father, while the former was the contem- 
porary of his grandfather. 

The turning point in the Second Punic 
War was the siege of Capua by the Ro- 
mans. That siege Hannibal sought by 
all means in his power to raise, well 
knowing, that, if the Campanian city 
should fall, he could never hope to be- 
come master of Italy. He marched to 
Rome in the expectation of compelling 
the besiegers to hasten to its defence ; 
but without effect. Two old Romans 
commanded the beleaguering army, and 
while one of them, Q. Fulvius, hastened 
home with a small force, the other, Ap- 
pius Claudius, carried on the siege. Han- 
nibal had to retreat, and Capua fell, the 
effect of the tenacity with which ancient 
generals held on to their prey. Had 
they been less firm, the course of history 
would have been changed. At a later 
period of the war, Rome was saved from 
great danger, if not from destruction, by 
the victory of the Metaurus, won by M. 
Livius Salinator and C. Claudius Nero. 
Nero was an elderly man, having been 
conspicuous for some years, and the con- 
sular age being forty. Tis colleague 
was a very old man, having been consul 
before the war began, and having long 
lived in retirement, because he had been 
unjustly treated. "The Romans now for- 
ced him to take office, against his wish, 
though his actions and his language were 
of the most insulting character. A great 


—_ 


er aa a 


1864.] 


union of parties had taken place, for 
Hasdrubal was marching to Italy, for 
the purpose of effecting a junction with 
his brother Hannibal, and it was felt that 
nothing short of perfect union could save 
the State. The State was saved, the two 
old consuls acting together, and defeat- 
ing and slaying Hasdrubal in the last 
great battle of the war that was fought 
in Italy. The old fogies were too much 
for their foe, a much younger man than 
either of them, and a soldier of high rep- 
utation. 

It must be admitted, however, that the 
Second Punic War is fairly quotable by 
those who insist upon the superiority of 
youthful generals over old ones, for the 
two greatest men who appeared in it 
were young leaders, — Hannibal, and 
Publius Cornelius Scipio, the first Afri- 
canus. No man has ever exceeded Han- 
nibal in genius for war. He was one of 
the greatest statesmen that ever lived, 
and he was so because he was the great- 
est of soldiers. He might have won 
pitched battles as a mere general, but it 
was his statesmanship that enabled him 
to contend for sixteen years against 
Rome, in Italy, though Rome was aid- 
ed by Carthaginian copperheads. But, 
though a young general, Hannibal was 
an old soldier when he led his army from 
the Ebro to the Trebia, as the avenging 
agent of his country’s gods. Tis mili- 
tary as well as his moral training began 
in childhood ; and when his father, Ha- 
milear Bareas,* was killed, Hannibal, 
though but eighteen, was of established 
reputation in the Carthaginian service. 
Fight years later he took the place which 
his father and brother-in-law had held, 
called to it by the voice of the army. 
During those eight years he had been 


* The advocates of youth in generals have 
never, that we are aware, claimed Hamilcar 
Bareas as one of the illustrations of their ar- 
gument; yet he must have been a very young 
man when he began his extraordinary career, 
if, as has been stated on good authority, he 
was not beyond the middle age when he lost 
his life in battle. He wasa great man, per- 
haps even as great a man as his son Hannibal, 
who did but carry out his father’s designs. 
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constantly employed, and he brought to 
the command an amount and variety of 
experience such as it has seldom been 
the lot of even old generals to acquire, 
Years brought no decay to his faculties, 
and we have the word of his successful 
foe, that at Zama, when he was forty-five, 
he showed as much skill as he had display- 
ed at Canne, when he was but thirty-one. 
Long afterward, when an exile in the 
East, his powers of mind shine as bright- 
ly as they did when he erossed the Pyr- 
enees and the Alps to fulfil his oath. 
Scipio, too, though in a far less degree 
than Hannibal, was an old soldier. He 
had been often employed, and was present 
at Cann, before he obtained that procon- 
sular command in Spain which was the 
worthy foundation of his fortunes. The 
four years that he served in that coun- 
try, and his subsequent services in Africa, 
qualified him to meet Hannibal, whose 
junior he was by thirteen years. That 
he was Hannibal’s superior, because he 
defeated him at Zama, with the aid of 
Masinissa, no more follows than that 
Wellington was Napoleon’s superior, be- 
cause, with the aid of Bliicher, he de- 
feated him at Waterloo. It would not 
be more difficult to account for the loss 
of the African field than it is to account 
for the loss of the Flemish field, by the 
superior genius. The elder Africanus is 
the most exceptional character in all his- 
tory, and it is impossible to place him. 
He seems never to have been young, and 
we cannot associate the idea of age with 
him, even when he is dying at Liternum 
at upwards of fifty. He was a man at 
seventeen, when first he steps boldly out 
on the historie page, and there is no ap- 
parent change in him when we find him 
leading great armies, and creating a new 
policy for the redemption of Italy from 
the evils of war. He was intended to 
be a king, but he was born two centuries 
too early to be of any use to his country 
in accordance with his genius, out of the 
field. Such a man is not to be judged 
asa mere soldier, and we were inclined 
not to range him on the side of youthful 
generals; but we will be generous, and, 
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in consideration of his years, permit him 
to be claimed by those who insist that 
war is the business of youth. 

At later periods, Rome’s greatest gen- 
erals were men who were old. The youn- 
ger Africanus was fifty-one at Numan- 
tia. Marius did not obtain the consulship 
until he was fifty; and he was fifty-five 
when he won his first great victory over 
the Northern barbarians, and a year old- 
er when he completed their destruction. 
Sulla was past fifty when he set out to 
meet the armies of Mithridates, which he 
conquered ; and he was fifty-six when he 
made himself master of his country, after 
one of the fiercest campaigns on record. 
Pompeius distinguished himself when very 
young, but it is thought that the title of 
“ the Great” was conferred upon him by 
Sulla in a spirit of irony. The late Sir 
William Napier, who ought to have been 
a good judge, said that he was a very 
great general, and in a purely military 
sense perhaps greater than Cesar. He 
was fifty-eight in the campaign of Pharsa- 
lia, and if he then failed, his failure must 
be attributed to the circumstances’ of his 
position, which was rather that of a par- 
ty leader than of a general; and a party 
leader, it has been truly said, must some- 
times obey, in order that at other times 
he may command. Pompeius delivered 
battle at Pharsalia against his own judg- 
ment. The “ Onward to Rome!” ery of 
the fierce aristocrats was too strong to be 
resisted ; and * their general yielded with 
a sigh to the importunities of his follow- 
ers, declaring that he could no longer 
command, and must submit to obey.” 
Not long before he had beaten Czsar at 
Dyrrachium, with much loss to the van- 
quished, completely spoiling his plans ; 
and the great contest might have had a 
very different result, had not political 
and personal considerations been permit- 
ted to outweigh those of a military char- 
acter. Politicians are pests in a camp. 
Cesar was in his fifty-first year when he 
crossed the Rubicon and began his won- 
derful series of campaigns in the Civil 
War, — campaigns characterized by an 
almost superhuman energy. The most 
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remarkable of his efforts was that which 
led to his last appearance in the field, at 
the Battle of Munda, where he fought for 
existence ; he was then approaching fifty- 
five, and he could not have been more ac- 
tive and energetic, had he been as young 
as Alexander at Arbela. 

In modern days, the number of old 
generals who have gained great battles 
is large, far larger than the number of 
young generals of the highest class. The 
French claim to be the first of military 
peoples, and though no other nation has 
been so badly beaten in battles, or so 
completely crushed in campaigns, there 
is a general disposition to admit their 
claim ; and many of their best command- 
ers were old men. Bertrand du Gues- 
clin performed his best deeds against the 
English after he was fifty, and he was 
upward of sixty years when the com- 
mandant of Randon laid the keys of his 
fortress on his body, surrendering, not to 
the living, but to the dead. Turenne 
was ever great, but it is admitted that 
his three last campaigns, begun when he 
was sixty-two, were his greatest perform- 
ances. Condé’s victory at Rocroi was 
a most brilliant deed, he being then but 
twenty-two ; but it does not so strikingly 
illustrate his genius as do those operations 
by which, at fifty-four, he baffled Monte- 
euculi, and prevented him from profiting 
from the fallof Turenne. Said Condé to 
one of his officers, ‘How much I wish that 
I could have conversed only two hours 
with the ghost of Monsieur de Turenne, 
so as to be able to follow the scope of his 
ideas!” In these days, generals can haye 
as much ghostly talk as they please, but 
the privilege would not seem to be much 
used, or it is not useful, for they do noth- 
ing that is of consequence suflicient to be 
attributed to supernatural power. Lux- 
embourg was sixty-two when he defeat- 
ed Prince Waldeck at Fleurus; and at 
sixty-four and sixty-five he defeated 
William HI. at Steinkirk and Landen. 
Vendome was fifty-one when he defeat- 
ed Eugéne at Cassano; and at fifty-six 
he won the eventful Battle of Villavicio- 
sa, to which the Spanish Bourbons owe 
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their throne. Villars, who fought the 
terrible Battle of Malplaquet against 
Marlborough and Eugene, was then fif 
ty-six years old; and he had more than 
once baffled those commanders. At six- 
ty he defeated Eugene, and by his suc- 
cesses enabled France to conclude hon- 
orably a most disastrous war. The Comte 
de Saxe was in his forty-ninth year when 
he gained the Battle of Fontenoy ; * and 
later he won other successes. Rocham- 
beau was in his fifty-seventh year when 
he acted with Washington at Yorktown, 
in a campaign that established our ex- 
istence as a nation. 

The Spanish army of the sixteenth and 
seventeenth centuries, down to the date 
of the Battle of Rocroi, stood very high. 
Several of its best generals were old men. 
Gonsalvo de Cérdova, “the Great Cap- 
tain,” who may be considered the father 
of the famous Spanish infantry, was fifty 
when he completed his Italian conquests ; 
and nine years later he was again called 
to the head of the Spaniards in Italy, but 
the King of Aragon’s jealousy prevented 
him from going to that country. Alva 
was about sixty when he went to the 
Netherlands, on his awful mission; and 
it must be allowed that he was as great 
in the field as he was detestably cruel. 
At seventy-four he conquered Portugal. 
Readers of Mr. Prescott’s work on Peru 
will remember his lively account of Fran- 
cisco de Carbajal, who at fourscore was 
more active than are most men at thirty. 
Francisco Pizarro was an old man, about 
sixty, when he effected the conquest of 
Peru; and his principal associate, Alma- 

* At Fontenoy the Duke of Cumberland 
was but half the age of the Comte de Saxe. 
In that battle an English soldier was taken 
prisoner, after fighting with heroic bravery. 
A French officer complimented him, saying, 
that, if there had been fifty thousand men like 
him on the other side, the victory would have 
been theirs. ‘“ No,” said the Englishman, “ it 
was not the fifty thousand brave men who 
were wanting, but a Marshal Saxe.’ Cum- 
berland was ever unlucky, save at Culloden. 
Saxe was old beyond his years, being one of 
the fastest of the fast men of his time, as be- 
came the son of Augustus the Strong and 
Aurora von Kinigsmark. 
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gro, was his senior. Spinola, who died at 
sixty-one, in the full possession of his rep- 
utation, was, perhaps, the greatest mili- 
tary genius of his time, next to Gustavus 
Adolphus and Wallenstein. 

The Austrian military service has be- 
come a sort of butt with those who shoot 
their arrows at what is called slowness, 
and who delight to transfix old generals. 
Since Bonaparte, in less than a year, tum- 
bled over Beaulieu, Wurmser, and Alvin- 
czy, (whose united ages exceeded two hun- 
dred years,) it has been taken for grant- 
ed that the Austrians never have gener- 
als under threescore-and-ten years, and 
that they are always beaten. There have 
been many old generals in the Austrian 
service, it is true, and most of them have 
been very good leaders. Montecuculi 
was fifty-six when he defeated the Turks 
at St. Gothard, which is counted one of 
the “decisive battles” of the seventeenth 
century. Daun was fifty-three when he 
won the victory of Kolin, June 18, 1757, 
inflicting defeat on the Prussian Fred- 
erick, next to Marlborough the greatest 
commander of modern times who had 
then appeared. Melas was seventy when 
he met Bonaparte at Marengo, and beat 
him, the victory being with the Austrian 
while he remained on the field; but in- 
firmities having compelled him to leave 
before he could glean it, the arrival of De- 
saix and the dash of the younger Keller- 
mann turned the tide of battle in favor of 
the French. General Zach, Melas’s chief 
of the staff, was in command in the latter 
part of the battle, and it is supposed, that, 
if he had not been captured, the Austrians 
would have kept what they had won. He 
was fifty-six years old, but was not des- 
tined to be the * Old Zach” of his coun- 
try, as the ** Old Zach” was always vic- 
torious. Marshal Radetzky was ecighty- 
two when, in 1848, he found himself com- 
pelled to uphold the Austrian cause in 
Italy, without the hope of aid from home ; 
and not only did he uphold it, but a year 
later he restored it completely, and was 
the virtual ruler of the Peninsula until 
he had reached the age of ninety. Of all 
the military men who took part in the 
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wars of 1848-9, he, it is admitted, display- 
ed the most talent and energy. So well 
was his work done, that it required the 
united forces of France and Sardinia to 
undo it, shortly after his death; and he 
died in the conviction that it could not 
be undone. Haynau, who certainly dis- 
played eminent ability in 1848-9, was in 
his sixty-second year when the war be- 
gan, and stands next to Radetzky as the 
preserver of the Austrian monarchy ; and 
we should not allow detestation of his 
cruelties to detract from his military mer- 
its. The Devil is entitled to justice, and 
by consequence so are his imps. Austria 
has often seen her armies beaten when 
led by old men, but. other old men have 
won victories for her. Even those of her 
generals who were so rapidly beaten 
by young Bonaparte had been. good sol- 
diers elsewhere ; and when the Archduke 
Charles, who was two years the junior 
of Bonaparte, was sent to meet the 
Frenchman, he had no better luek than 
had been found by Beaulieu and Wurm- 
ser, though his reverses were not on the 
same extraordinary scale that had mark- 
ed the fall of his predecessors. Twelve 
years later, in 1809, Napoleon again 
met the Archduke Charles, and defeat- 
ed him repeatedly ; and though the 
Archduke was victorious at Essling, he, 
the younger commander, had not suffi- 
cient boldness so to improve his success 
as should have given to Austria the cred- 
it of the deliverance of Germany, which 
was to come from Russia. Those who 
dwell so pertinaciously on the failures of 
old Austrian generals should in justice 
to age remember that it was a young 
Austrian general, and a good soldier 
too, who showed a most extraordinary 
want of energy in 1809, immediately af- 
ter the French under Napoleon had met 
with the greatest reverse which their 
arms had then experienced since Bona- 
parte had been spoiled into a despot. 
Prince Schwartzenberg, who had nomi- 
nal command of the Allied Armies in 
1813-14, was of the same age as the 
Archduke Charles, but it would be ab- 
surd to call him a great soldier. He was 
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a brave man, and he had seen consid- 
erable service; but as a general he did 
not rank even as second-rate. His ap- 
pointment to command in 1813 was a 
political proceeding, meant to conciliate 
Austria; but though it was a useful ap- 
pointment in some respects, it was inju- 
rious to the Allies in the field; and had 
the Prince’s plan at Leipsic been adher- 
ed to, Napoleon would have won decided 
suecesses there. The Czar wished for the 
command, and his zeal might have ena- 
bled him to do something; but the entire 
absence of military talent from the list of 
his accomplishments would have greatly 
endangered the Allies’ cause. Schwartz- 
enberg’s merit consisted in this, that he 
had sufficient influence and tact to ‘ keep 
things straight” in the councils of a jar- 
ring confederacy, until others had gained 
such victories as placed the final defeat 
of Napoleon beyond all doubt. His first 
battle was Dresden, and there Napoleon 
gave hima drubbing of the severest char- 
acter ; and the loss of that battle would 
have carried with it the loss of the cause 
for which it was fought by the Allies, had 
it not been that at the very same time 
were fought and won a series of battles, 
at the Katzbach and elsewhere, which 
were due to the boldness of Bliicher, 
who was old enough to be Schwartzen- 
berg’s father, with more than a dozen 
years to spare. Bliicher was also the 
real hero at Leipsic, where he gained 
brilliant suecesses; while on that part 
of the field where Schwartzenberg com- 
manded, the Allies did but little beyond 
holding their original ground. Had Blii- 
cher failed, Leipsic would have been a 
French victory. 

England’s best generals mostly have 
been old men, or men well advanced in 
life, the chief exceptions being found 
among her kings and princes.* The Eng- 


* Henry V. was present, as Prince of Wales, 
at the Battle of Shrewsbury, before he was 
sixteen; and there is some reason for suppos- 
ing that he commanded the royal forces in the 
Battle of Grosmont, fought and won in his 
eighteenth year. He was but twenty-eight at 
Agincourt. Splendid as was his military ca- 
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lishmen who have exhibited the greatest 
genius for war, in what may be called 
their country’s modern history, are Oliver 
Cromwell, Marlborough, and Wellington. 
Cromwell was in his forty-fourth year 
when he received the baptism of fire at 
Edgehill, as a captain; and he was in his 
fifty-third year when he fought, as lord- 
general, his last battle, at Worcester, 
which closed a campaign, as well as an 
active military career, that had been con- 
ducted with great energy. It was asa 
military man that he subsequently ruled 
the British islands, and to the day of his 
death there was no abatement in ability. 
Marlborough had a good military educa- 
tion, served under Turenne when he was 
but twenty-two, and attracted his com- 
mander’s admiration ; but he never had 
an independent command until he was 
forty, when he led an expedition to Ire- 
land, and captured Cork and Kinsale. He 
was fifty-two when he assumed command 
of the.armies of the Grand Alliance 
against Louis XTV., and in his fifty-fifth 
year when he won the Battle of Blen- 
heim. At fifty-six he gained the victo- 
ry of Ramillies, and at fifty-eight that of 
Oudenarde. His last great battle, Mal- 
plaquet, was fought when he was in his 
sixtieth year; and after that the French 
never durst mect him in the field. He 
never knew what defeat meant, from ex- 
perience, and was the most successful 
even of those commanders who have ney- 
er failed. He left his command at sixty- 
two, with no one to dispute his title of 
the first of living soldiers; and with 
him victory left the Alliance. Subse- 
reer, it was all over before he had reached to 
thirty-six years. The Black Prince was but 
sixteen at Crécy, and in his twenty-seventh 
year at Poitiers. Edward LV. was not nine- 
teen when he won the great Battle of Towton, 
and that was not his first battle and victory. 
He was always successful. Richard IIL, as 
Duke of Gloucester, was not nineteen when he 
showed himself to be an able soldier, at Bar- 
net; and he proved his generalship on other 
fields. William I., Henry L., Stephen, Henry 
II., Richard I., Edward I[., Edward III., Henry 
IV., and William III. were all distinguished 
soldiers. The last English sovereign who took 
part in a battle was George II., at Dettingen. 
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quently he was employed by George I., 
and to his measures the defeat of the 
rebels of 1715 was due, he having pre- 
dicted that they would be overthrown 
precisely where they were overthrown. 
The story that he survived his mental 
powers is without foundation, and he 
continued to perform his official duties to 
the last, the King having refused to ac- 
cept his proffered resignation. Welling- 
ton had a thorough military training, 
received his first commission at eigh- 
teen, and was a lieutenant-colonel in his 
twenty-fifth year. After showing that 
he was a good soldier in 1794-5, against 
the French, he went to India, where 
he distinguished himself in subordinate 
campaigns, and was made a major-gen- 
eral in 1802. Assaye, the first battle 
in which he commanded, was won when 
he was in his thirty-fifth year. He 
had just entered on his fortieth year 
when he took command of that force 
with which he first defeated the French 
in Portugal. He was in his forty-seventh 
year when he fought at Waterloo. If 
he cannot be classed with old generals, 
neither can he be placed in the list of 
youthful soldiers ; and so little confidence 
had he in his military talents, that at 
twenty-six he petitioned to be transfer- 
red to the civil service. His powers 
were developed by events and time. 
Some of his Peninsular lieutenants were 
older than himself. Craufurd was five 
years his senior, and was a capital sol- 
dier. Picton, who had some of the high- 
est military qualities, was almost eleven 
years older than his chief, and was little 
short of fifty-seven when he fell at Wa- 
terloo. Lord Hopetoun was six years 
older than Wellington. Lord Lynedoch 
(General Sir Thomas Graham) was in 
his sixty-first year when he defeated 
Maréchal Victor at Barrosa, and in his 
sixty-third when he led the left wing of 
the Allies at Vittoria, which was the 
turning battle of the long contest be- 
tween England and France. A few 
months later he took St. Sebastian, after 
one of the most terrible sieges known to 
modern warfare. He continued to serve 
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under Wellington until France was in- 
vaded. Returning to England, he was 
sent to Holland, with an independent 
command ; and though his forces were 
few, so little had his fire been dulled by 
time, that he carried the great fortress 
of Bergen-op-Zoom by storm, but only to 
lose it again, with more than two thou- 
sand men, because of the sense and gal- 
lantry of the French General Bezanet, 
who, like our Rosecrans at Murfrees- 
boro’, would not accept defeat under any 
circumstances. When Wellington after- 
ward saw the place, he remarked that it 
was very strong, and must have been ex- 
tremely diflicult to enter; “but when 
once in,” he added, ‘I wonder how the 
Devil they suffered themselves to be beat- 
en out again!” Though the old Scotch- 
man failed on this particular oceasion, his 
boldness and daring are to be cited in 
support of the position that energy in 
war is not the exclusive property of 
youth. 

Some of the best of the English second- 
class generals were old men. Lord Clyde 
began his memorable Indian campaigns 
at sixty-six, and certainly showed no 
want of talent and activity in their 
course. He restored, to all appearance, 
British supremacy in the East. Sir C. 
J. Napier was in his sixty-second year 
when he conquered Sinde, winning the 
great Battles of Meanee and Doobah; 
and six years later he was sent out to 
India, as commander-in-chief, at the sug- 
gestion of Wellington, who said, that, 
if Napier would not go, he should go 
himself. He reached India too late to 
fight the Sikhs, but showed great vigor 
in governing the Indian army. He died 
in 1853; had he lived until the next 
spring, he would unquestionably have 
been placed at the head of that force 
which England sent first. to Turkey and 
then to Southern Russia. Lord Raglan 
was almost sixty-six when he was ap- 
pointed to his first command, and though 
his conduct has been severely criticized, 
and much misrepresented by many writ- 
ers, the opinion is now becoming com- 
mon that he discharged well the duties 
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of a very difficult position. Mr. King- 
lake’s brilliant work is obtaining justice 
for the services and memory of his illus- 
trious friend. Lord Hardinge and Lord 
Gough were old men when they car- 
ried on some of the fiercest hostilities ever 
known to the English in India. Sir Ralph 
Abercromby was sixty-three when he de- 
feated the French in Egypt, in 1801. 
Lord Cornwallis was fifty-two when he 
broke the power of Tippoo Saib, and 
prepared the way for his ultimate over- 
throw. Lord Peterborough was forty- 
seven, and had never before held a com- 
mand or seen much service, when he 
set out on that series of extraordinary 
campaigns which came so near replacing 
the Austrian house in possession of Spain 
and the Indies. Peterborough has been 
called the last of the knights-errant ; but, 
in fact, no book on knight-errantry con- 
tains anything half so wonderful as his 
deeds in the country of Don Quixote. 
Sir Eyre Coote, who had so boldly sup- 
ported that bold policy which led to the 
victory of Plassey, nearly a quarter of a 
century later supported Hastings in the 
field with almost as much vigor as he had 
supported Clive in council, and saved 
British India, when it was assailed by 
the ablest of all its foes. His last victo- 
ries were gained in advanced life, and 
are ranked with the highest of those ac- 
tions to which England owes her won- 
derful Oriental dominion. Lord Keane 
was verging upon sixty when he led the 
British forces into Afehanistan, and took 
Ghuznee. Against all her old and mid- 
dle-aged generals, her kings and prin- 
ces apart, England could place but very 
few young commanders of great worth. 
Clive’s case was clearly exceptional ; and 
Wolfe owed his victory on the Heights 
of Abraham as much to Montcalm’s folly 
as to his own audacity. The Frenchman 
should have refused battle, when time 
and climate would soon have wrought 
his deliverance and his enemy’s ruin. 
It is generally held that the wars which 
grew out of the French Revolution, and 
which involved the world in their flames, 
were chiefly the work of young men, and 
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that their history illustrates the superi- 
ority of youth over age in the ancient 
art of human destruction. But this be- 
lief is not well founded, and, indeed, 
bears a close resemblance to that other 
error im connection with the French 
Revolution, namely, that it proceeded 
from the advent of new opinions, which 
obtained ascendeney, — whereas those 
opinions were older than France, and had 
more than once been aired in France, 
and there had struggled for supremacy. 
The opinions before the triumph of which 
the old monarchy went down were much 
older than that monarchy; but as they 
had never before been able definitely to 
influence the nation’s action, it was not 
strange that they should be considered 
new, when there was nothing new about 
them save their application. Young 
opinions, as they are supposed to have 
been, are best championed by young 
men; and hence it is assumed that the 
French leaders in the field were youth- 
ful heroes, as were the civil leaders in 
many instances, — and a very nice mess 
the latter made of the business they en- 
gaged in, doing little that was well in it 
beyond getting their own heads cut off. 
There are some facts that greatly help to 
sustain the position that France was sav- 
ed from partition by the exertions of 
young generals, the new men of the new 
time. Hoche, Moreau, Bonaparte, De- 
saix, Soult, Lannes, Ney, and -others, 
who early rose to fame in the Revolu- 
tionary wars, were all young men, and 
their exploits were so great as to throw 
the deeds of others into the shade; but 
the salvation of France was effected be- 
fore any one of their number became 
conspicuous as a leader. Napoleon once 
said that it was not the new levies that 
saved France, but the old soldiers of the 
Bourbons; and he was right; and he might 
have added, that they were led by old 
or elderly generals. Dumouriez was in 
his fifty-fourth year when, in 1792, he won 
the Battles of Valmy and Jemmapes; 


and at Valmy he was aided by the elder’ 


Kellermann, who was fifty-seven. Those 
two battles decided the fate of Europe, 
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and laid the foundation of that French 
supremacy which endured for twenty 
years, until Napoleon himself overthrew 
it by his mad Moscow expedition. Cus- 
tine, who also was successful in 1792, on 
the side of Germany, was fifty-two. 
Jourdan and Pichegru, though not old 
men, were old soldiers, when, in 1794 
and 1795, they did so much to establish 
the power of the French Republic, the 
former winning the Battle of Fleurus. It 
was in the three years that followed the 
beginning of the war in 1792, that the 
French performed those deeds which 
subsequently enabled Napoleon and his 
Marshals to chain victory to their chari- 
ots, and to become so drunk from success 
that they fell through their own folly 
rather than because of the exertions of 
their enemies. Had the old French gen- 
erals been beaten at Valmy, the Prus- 
sians would have entered Paris in a few 
days, the monarchy would have been re- 
stored, and the name of Bonaparte never 
would have been heard ; and equally un- 
known would have been the names ofa 
hundred other French leaders, who dis- 
tinguished themselves in the three-and- 
twenty years that followed the first suc- 
cesses of Dumouriez and Kellermann. 
Let honor be given where it is due, and 
let the fogies have their just share of it. 
There can be nothing meaner than to 
insist upon stripping gray heads of green 
laurels. 

After the old generals and old soldiers 
of France had secured standing-places 
for the new generation, the represen- 
tatives of the latter certainly did make 
their way brilliantly and rapidly. The 
school was a good one, and the scholars 
were apt to learn, and did credit to their 
masters. They carried the tricolor over 
Europe and into Egypt, and saw it fly- 
ing over the capital of almost every mem- 
ber of those coalitions which had purpos- 
ed its degradation at Paris. It was the 
flag to which men bowed at Madrid and 
Seville, at Milan and Rome, at Paris 
and at the Hague, at Warsaw and Wil- 
na, at Dantzic and in Dalmatia, at the 
same time that it was fast approaching 
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Moscow; and it was thought of with 
as much fear as hatred at Vienna and 
Berlin. No wonder that the world for- 
got or overlooked the earlier and fewer 
triumphs of the first Republican com- 
manders, when dazzled by the glories 
that shone from Arcola, the Pyramids, 
Ziirich, Marengo, Hohenlinden, Uln, 
Austerlitz, Jena, Eckmiihl, Wagram, Bo- 
rodino, Liitzen, Bautzen, and Dresden. 
But those young generals of the Republic 
and the Empire were sometimes found un- 
equal to the work of contending against 
the old generals of the Coalitionists. Su- 
yaroff was in his seventieth year when 
he defeated Macdonald at the Battle of 
the Trebbia, the Frenchman being but 
thirty-four; and a few months later he 
defeated Joubert, who was thirty, at 
Novi. Joubert was one of Bonaparte’s 
generals in his first Italian wars, and 
was so conspicuous and popular that he 
had been selected to command the Army 
of Italy by the moderate reactionists, in 
the hope that he might there win such 
glory as should enable him to play the 
part which Bonaparte played but a few 
months later, — Bonaparte being then in 
the East, with the English fleets between 
him and France, so that he was consid- 
ered a lost man. “.The striking simi- 
larity of situation between Joubert and 
Bonaparte,” says Madame d’Abrantes, 
“is most remarkable. ‘They were of 
equal age, and both, in their early ca- 
reer, suffered a sort of disgrace; they 
were finally appointed to command, first, 
the seventeenth military division, and 
afterward the Army of Italy. There is 
in all this a curious parity of events ; but 
death soon ended the career of one of 
the young heroes. That which ought to 
have constituted the happiness of his life 
was the cause of Joubert’s death, — his 
marriage. But how could he refrain 
from loving the woman he espoused ? 
Who can have forgotten Zaphirine de 
Montholon, her enchanting grace, her 
playful wit, her good humor, and her 
beauty?” Like another famous soldier, 
Joubert loved too well to love wisely. 
Bonaparte, who never was young, had 
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received the command of the Army of 
Italy as the portion of the ex-mistress of 
Barras, who was seven years his senior, 
and, being a matter-of-fact man, he re- 
duced his dune de miel to three days, and 
posted off to his work. He knew the 
value of time in those days, and not 
Cleopatra herself could have kept him 
from his men. Joubert, more of a man, 
but an inferior soldier, took his honey- 
moon in full measure, passing a month 
with his bride; and the loss of that 
month, if so sweet a thirty days could 
be called a loss, ruined him, and perhaps 
prevented him from becoming Emperor 
of the French. ‘The enemy received 
reinforcements while he was so lovingly 
employed, and when he at length arrived 
on the scene of action he found that the 
Allies had obtained mastery of the situ- 
ation. It was no longer in the power of 
the French to say whether they would 
fight or not. ‘They had to give battle at 
Novi, where the tough old Russian of 
seventy years asserted his superiority 
over the héros de roman who had post- 
ed from Paris to retrieve the fortune of 
France, and to make his own. When 
he left Paris, he said to his wife, “ You 
will see me again, dead or victorious,”’— 
and dead he was, in less than a month. 
He fell early in the action, on the fif- 
teenth of August, 1799, the very day on 
which Bonaparte completed his thirtieth 
year, -Moreau took the command, but 
failed to turn the tide of disaster. The 
French are unanimous in ascribing their 
defeat to Joubert’s delay at Paris, and it 
is certain that the enemy did take Alex- 
andria and Mantua during that month’s 
delay, and thus were enabled to add the 
besieging forces to their main army, so 
that Joubert was about to retreat to the 
Apennines, and to assume a defensive 
position, when Suvaroff forced him to 
accept battle. But something should be 
allowed for the genius of the Russian 
general, who was one of the great mas- 
ter-spirits of war, and who seldom fought 


‘without being completely victorious. He 


had mostly been employed against the 
Turks, whose military reputation was 
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then at the lowest, or the Poles, who 
were too divided and depressed to do 
themselves and their cause justice, and 
therefore his character as a soldier did 
not stand so high as that of more than 
one man who was his inferior; but when, 
in his seventieth year, he took command 
in Italy, there to encounter soldiers who 
had beaten the armies of almost all other 
European nations, and who were animat- 
ed by a fanatical spirit as strong as that 
which fired his own bosom, he showed 
himself to be more than equal to his po- 
sition. He was not at all at fault, though 
brought face to face with an entirely new 
state of things, but acted with his accus- 
tomed vigor, marching from victory to 
victory, and reconquering Italy more 
rapidly than it had been conquered three 
years before by Bonaparte. When Bo- 
naparte was destroying the Austrian ar- 
mies in Italy, Suvaroff watched his oper- 
ations with deep interest, and said that 
he must go to the West to meet the new 
genius, or that Bonaparte would march 
to the East against Russia, — a predic- 
tion, it has been said, that was fulfilled 
to the Frenchman’s ruin. Whether, had 
he encountered Bonaparte, he would 
have beaten him, is a question for the 
ingenious to argue, but which never can 
be settled. But one thing is certain, 
and that is, that Bonaparte never en- 
countered an opponent of that determin- 
ed and energetic character which belong- 
ed to Suvaroff until his latter days, and 
then his fall was rapid and his ruin ut- 
ter. That Suvaroff failed in Switzer- 
land, to which country he had been 
transferred from Italy, does not at all 
impeach his character for generalship. 
His failure was due partly to the faults 
of others, and partly to circumstances. 
Switzerland was to him what Russia be- 
came to Napoleon in 1812. Massena’s 
victory at Ziirich, in which half of Kor- 
sakoff’s army was destroyed, rendered 
Russian failure in the campaign inevi- 
table. All the genius in the world, on 
that field of action, could not have done 
anything that should have compensated 
for so terrible a calamity. Zurich saved 
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France far more than did Marengo, and 
it is to be noted that it was fought and 
won by the oldest of all the able men 
who figure in history as Napoleon’s Mar- 
shals. There were some of the Marshals 
who were older than Massena, but they 
were not men of superior talents. Mas- 
sena was forty-one when he defeated 
Korsakoff, and he was a veteran soldier 
when the Revolutionary wars began. 
The three commanders who did most to 
break down Napoleon’s power, and to 
bring about his overthrow, namely, — 
Benningsen, and Kutusoff, and Bliicher, 
—were all old men; and the two last- 
named were very old men. It would be 
absurd to call either of them a great com- 
mander, but it is indisputable that they 
all had great parts in great warns. Ben- 
ningsen can scarcely be called a good gen- 
eral of the second class, and he is mostly 
spoken of as a foolish braggart and boast- 
er; but it is a fact that he did some 
things at an important time which indi- 
cated his possession of qualities that were 
highly desirable in a general who was 
bound to act against Napoleon. Having, 
in 1807, obtained command of the Rus- 
sian army in Poland, he had what the 
French considered the consummate im- 
pudence to take the offensive against the 
Emperor, and compelled him to mass his 
forces, and to fight in the dead of win- 
ter, and a Polish winter to boot, in which 
all that is not ice and snow is mud. True, 
Napoleon would have made him pay dear 
for his boldness, had there not occurred 
one or two of those accidents which often 
spoil the best-laid plans of war; but as 
it was, the butcherly Battle of Eylau was 
fought, both parties, and each with some 
show of reason, claiming the victory. 
Had the Russians acted on the night af- 
ter Eylau as the English actedon the night 
after Flodden, and remained on the field, 
the world would have pronounced them 
victorious, and the French Empire might 
have been shorn of its proportions, and 
perhaps have fallen seven years in ad- 
yance of its time ; but they retreated, and 
thus the French made a fair claim to the 
honors of the engagement, though virtu- 
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ally beaten in the fight. Benningsen 
boasted tremendously, and as there were 
men enough to believe what he said to be 
true, because they wished it to be true, 
and as he had behaved well on some pre- 
vious occasions, his reputation was vastly 
raised, and his name was in all mouths 
and on all pens. If the reader will take 
the trouble to look over a file of some 
Federal journal of 1807, he will find 
Benningsen as frequently and as warmly 
praised as Lee or Stonewall Jackson is 
(or was) praised by English journals in 
1863,—for the Federalists hated Napo- 
leon as bitterly as the English hate us, 
and read of Eylau with as much unction 
as the English of to-day read of the Amer- 
icanreverses at Fredericksburg and Chan- 
cellorsville, while Austerlitz and Fried- 
land pleased our Federalists about as well 
as Donelson and Pulaski please the Eng- 
lish of these times. A few months after 
Kylau, Benningsen repulsed an attack 
which Napoleon imprudently made on 
his intrenched camp at Heilsberg, which 
placed another feather in his cap; nor 
did the smashing defeat he met with four 
days later, at Friedland, lessen his repu- 
tation. The world is slow to think poor- 
ly of a man who has done some clever 
things. We have seen how it was with 
the late Stonewall Jackson, concerning 
whom most men spoke as if he had never 
known defeat, though it is, or it should 
be, notorious, that he was as often beaten 
as successful, that more than once he had 
to fly with wind-like swiftness to escape 
personal destruction, and that on one oc- 
casion he was saved from ruin only be- 
cause of an exhibition on our side of more 
than a usual amount of stupidity. But 
he had repeatedly showed some of the 
best qualities of a dashing general, and 
all else was overlooked in admiration of 
the skill and the. audacity with which he 
then had done his evil work. So it was 
with Benningsen, and with more justice. 
The man who had bearded Napoleon but 
a few months after Jena, and not much 
more than a year after Austerlitz, and 
who had fought an even battle with him, 
in which fifty thousand men fell, must 
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have had some high moral qualities that 
entitled him to respect; and he continued 
to be much talked of until greater and 
more fruitful campaigns had obscured his 
deeds. The pluck which he had exhibit- 
ed tended to keep alive the spirit of 
European resistance to Napoleon, as it 
showed that the conqueror had only to 
be firmly met to be made to fight hardly 
for victory ; and that was much, in view 
of the rapidity with which Napoleon had 
beaten both Austria and Russia in 1805, 
and Prussia in 1806. Benningsen com- 
pleted his sixty-second year two days af- 
ter the Battle of Eylau. He was employ- 
ed in 1812, 18, 714, but not in the first 
line, and his name is not of much men- 
tion in the histories of those eventful 
years. 

Prince Kutusoff, though a good soldier 
in the Turkish and Polish wars, did not 
have a command against the French un- 
til he had completed his sixtieth year, in 
1805, when he led a Russian army to the 
aid of Austria. Te checked the advance 
of the French after Ulm, and was in 
nominal command of the Allies at Aus- 
terlitz ; but that battle was really fought 
in accordance with the plans of General 
Weyrother, for which Kutusoff had a 
profound contempt. If thorough beating 
could make good soldiers of men, the 
vanquished at Austerlitz ought to have 
become the superiors of the victors. In 
1812, when the Russians had become 
weary of that sound policy which was 
drawing Napoleon to destruction, Kutu- 
soff assumed command of their army, and 
fought the Battle of Borodino, which was 
a defeat in name, but a victory in its 
consequences, to the invaded party. His 
conduct while the French were at Mos- 
cow had the effect of keeping them in 
that trap until their fate was sealed; and 
his action while following them on their 
memorable retreat was a happy mixture 
of audacity and prudence, and completed 
the Russian triumph. Sir Robert Wil- 
son, who was with the Russian general, 
who must have found him a bore of the 
first magnitude, is very severe on Kutu- 
soff’s proceedings ; but all that he says 
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makes it clear that the stout old Russian 
knew what he was about, and that he 
was determined not to be made a mere 


tool of England. If success is a test of . 


merit, Kutusoff’s action deserves the very 
highest admiration, for the French army 
was annihilated. He died just after he 
had brought the greatest of modern cam- 
paigns to a triumphant close, at the age 
of sixty-eight, and before he could hear 
the world’s applause. The Germans, who 
were to owe so much to his labors, re- 
joiced at his removal, because he was 
supposed to belong to the peace party, 
who were opposed to further action, and 
who thought that their country was un- 
der no obligation to fight for the deliver- 
ance of other nations. They feared, too, 
that, if the war should go on, his ‘* Mus- 
covite hoof” would be too strong for the 
Fatherland to bear it; and they saw in 
his death a Providential incident, which 
encouraged them to moye against the 
French. It is altogether probable, that, 
if he had lived but three months longer, 
events would have taken quite a differ- 
ent turn. Baron von Miiflling tells us 
that Kutusoff ‘would not hear a word 
of crossing the Elbe; and all Scharn- 
horst’s endeavors to make him more fa- 
vorably disposed toward Prussia were 
fruitless. ‘The whole peace party in the 
Russian army joined with the Field-Mar- 
shal, and the Emperor was placed in a 
difficult position. On my arrival at Al- 
tenberg, I found Scharnhorst deeply de- 
jected, for he could not shut his eyes to 
the consequences of this resistance. Un- 
expectedly, the death of the obstinate old 
Marshal occurred on the twenty-eighth of 
April, and the Emperor was thus left 
free to pursue his own policy.” ‘The first 
general who had successfully encoun- 
tered Napoleon, it would have been the 
strangest of history’s strange facts, if the 
Emperor had owed the continuance of 
his reign to Kutusoff’s influence, and 
that was the end to which the Russian’s 
policy was directed ; for, though he wish- 
ed to confine French power within prop- 
er limits, he had no wish to strengthen 
either England or any of the German 
VOL. XIII. 27 
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nations, deeming them likely to become 
the enemies of Russia, while he might 
well suppose that the French had had 
enough of Russian warfare to satisfy 
them for the rest of the century. Had 
his astute policy been adopted and acted 
on, there never would have been a Cri- 
mean War, and Sebastopol would not now 
be aruin; and Russia would have been 
greater than she is likely to be in our 
time, or in the time of our children. 
Bliicher, who completed the work which 
Kutusoff began, and in a manner which 
the Russian would hardly have approved, 
was an older man than the hero of Boro- 
dino. When called tothe command of the 
Prussian army, in March, 1813, he was in 
his seventy-first year ; and he was in his 
seventy-third year when his energy en- 
abled him, in the face of’ difficulties that 
no other commander could haye over- 
come, to bring up more than fifty thou- 
sand men to the assistance of Wellington 
at Waterloo, losing more than an eighth 
of their number. He had no military 
talent, as the term is generally used. He 
could not tell whether a plan was good 
or bad. He could not understand the 
maps. He was not a disciplinarian, and 
he was ignorant of all the details of pre- 
paring an army, of clothing and feeding 
and arming it. In all those things which 
it is supposed a commander should know, 
and which such commanders as Napoleon 
and Wellington did know well, he was 
so entirely ignorant, that he might have 
been raised to the head of an army of 
United States Volunteers amid universal 
applause. He was vicious to an extent 
that surprised even the fastest men of 
that vicious time, —a gambler, a drunk- 
ard, and a loose liver every way, indulg- 
ing in vices that are held by mild moral- 
ists to be excusable in youth who are 
employed in sowing wild oats, but which 
are universally admitted to be disgusting 
in those upon whom age has laid its with- 
ering hand. Yet this vicious and ignorant 
old man had more to do with bringing 
about the fall of Napoleon than all the 
generals and statesmen of the Allies com- 
bined. He had energy, which is the 
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most valuable of all qualities in a military 
leader ; and he hated Napoleon as heart- 
ily as he hated Satan, and a great deal 
more heartily than he hated sin. Mr. 
Dickens tells us that the vigorous tena- 
city of love is always much stronger than 
hate, and perhaps he is right, so far as 
concerns private life; but in public life 
hate is by far the stronger passion. But 
for Bliicher’s hatred of Napoleon the cam- 
paign of 1813 would have terminated 
in favor of the Emperor, that of 1814 
never would have been undertaken, and 
that of 1815, if ever attempted, would 
have had a far different issue. The old 
German disregarded all orders and sug- 
gestions, and set all military and political 
principles at defiance, in his ardor to ac- 
complish the one purpose which he had 
in view; and as that purpose was accom- 
plished, he has taken his place in history 
as one of the greatest of soldiers. Napo- 
leon himself is not more secure of immor- 
tality. He was greatly favored by cir- 
cumstances, but he is a wise man who 
knows how to profit from circumstances. 
Take Bliicher out of the wars of 1813-15, 
and there is little left in them on the 
side of the Allies that is calculated to 
command admiration. Next to Bliicher 
stands his celebrated chief of the staff, 
General Count Gneisenau, who was the 
brains of the Army of Silesia, Bliicher 
being itshead. When Bliicher was made 
an LL.D. at Oxford, he facetiously re- 
marked, “If Iam a doctor, here is my 
pill-maker,” placing his hand on Gneise- 
nau’s head,—which was a frank acknowl- 
edgment that few men would have been 
able to make. Gneisenau was fifty-three 
when he became associated with Bliicher, 
and he was fifty-five when he acted with 
him in 1815. In 1831 he was appointed 
to an important command, being then sev- 
enty-one. The celebrated Scharnhorst, 
Gneisenau’s predecessor, and to whom the 
Prussians owed so much, was in his fifty- 
seventh year when he died of the wounds 
he had received at the Battle of Liitzen. 

There are some European generals 
whom it is difficult to class, as they show- 
ed great capacity and won great victories 
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as well in age as in youth. Prince Eu- 
gene was one of these, and Frederick of 
Prussia was another. Eugene showed 
shigh talent when very young, and won 
the first of his grand victories over the 
Turks at thirty-four; but it was not so 
splendid an affair as that of Belgrade, 
which he won at fifty-four. He was for- 
ty-three when he defeated the French at 
Turin, under circumstances and with in- 
cidents that took attention even from Marl- 
borough, whom he subsequently aided to 
gain the victories of Oudenarde and Mal- 
plaquet, as he had previously aided him 
at Blenheim. At seventy-one Eugene led 
an Austrian army against the French ; 
and though no battle was fought, his con- 
duct showed that he had not lost his ca- 
pacity for command. Frederick began 
his military life when in his thirtieth 
year, and was actively engaged until 
thirty-three, showing striking ability on 
several occasions, though he began bad- 
ly, according to his own admission. But 
it was in the Seven Years’ War that his 
fame as a soldier was won, and that con- 
test began when he was in his forty-fifth 
year. He was close upon forty-six when 
he gained the Battles of Rossbach and 
Leuthen. Whatever opinion others may 
entertain as to his age, it is certain that 
he counted himself an old man in those 
days. Writing to the Marquis d’Argens, 
a few days before he was forty-eight, he 
said, ‘*In my old age I have come down 
almost to be a theatrical king”; and 
not two years later he wrote to the same 
friend, “I have sacrificed my youth to 
my father, and my manhood to my fa- 
therland. I think, therefore, I have ac- 
quired the right to my old age.” He 
reckoned by trials and events, and he 
had gone through enough to have aged 
any man. Those were the days when he 
carried poison on his person, in order 
that, should he be completely beaten, or 
captured, he might not adorn Maria 
Theresa’s triumph, but end his life “ af- 
ter the high Roman fashion.” When 
the question of the Bavarian succession 
threatened to lead to another war with 
Austria, Frederick’s action, though he 
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was in his sixty-seventh year, showed, to 
use the homely language of the English 
soldier at St. Helena when Napoleon 
arrived at that famous watering-place, 
that he had many campaigns in his bel- 
ly yet. The youthful Emperor, Joseph 
IL., would have been no mateh for the 
old soldier of Liegnitz and Zorndorf. 

Some of Frederick’s best generals 
were old men. Schwerin, who was kill- 
ed in the terrible Battle of Prague, was 
then seventy-three, and a soldier of great 
reputation. Sixteen years before he had 
won the Battle of Mollwitz, one of the 
most decisive actions of that time, from 
which Frederick himself is said to have 
run away in sheer fright. General Zie- 
then, perhaps the best of all modern 
cavalry-commanders, was in his fifty- 
eighth year when the Seven Years’ War 
began, and he served through it with 
eminent distinction, and most usefully to 
his sovereign. He could not have ex- 
hibited more dash, if he had been but 
eight-and-twenty, instead of eight-and- 
fifty, or sixty-five, as he was when peace 
was made. Field-Marshal Keith, an ofli- 
cer of great ability, was sixty when he 
fell at Hochkirchen, after a brilliant 
career. 

American military history is favorable 
to old generals. Washington was in his 
forty-fourth year when he assumed com- 
mand of the Revolutionary armies, and 
in his fiftieth when he took Yorktown. 
Wayne and Greene were the only two 
of our young generals of the Revolution 
who showed decided fitness for great com- 
mands. Had Hamilton served altogeth- 
er in the field, his would have been the 
highest military name of the war. The 
absurd jealousies that deprived Schuyler 
of command, in 1777, alone prevented 
him from standing next to Washington. 
He was close upon forty-four when he 
eave way to Gates, who was forty-nine. 
The military reputation of both Schuyler 
and Hamilton has been most nobly main- 
tained by their living descendants. Wash- 
ington was called to the command of the 
American forces at sixty-six, when it was 
supposed that the French would attempt 
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to invade the United States, which shows 
that the Government of that day had no 
prejudice against old generals. General 
Jackson's great Louisiana campaign was 
conducted when he was nearly forty-eight, 
and he was, from almost unintermitted ill- 
ness, older in constitution than in years. 
Had General Scott had means at his dis- 
posal, we should have been able to point 
to a young American general equal to 
any who is mentioned in history ; but our 
poverty forbade him an opportunity in 
war worthy of his genius. It ‘‘ froze the 
genial current of his soul.” As a veter- 
an leader, he was most brilliantly distin- 
guished. He was in his sixty-first year 
when he set out on his memorable Mex- 
ican campaign, which was an unbroken 
series of grand operations and splendid 
victories, such as are seldom to be found 
in the history of war. The weight of 
years had no effect on that magnificent 
mind. Of him, as it was of Carnot, it 
can be said that he organized victory, 
and made it permanent. His deeds were 
all the greater because of the feeble sup- 
port he received from his Government. 
Like Wellington, in some of his cam- 
paigns, he had to find within himself the 
resources which were denied him by bad 
ministers. General Taylor was in his 
sixty-second year when the Mexican War 
began, and in less than a year he won 
the Battles of Palo Alto, Resaca de la 
Palma, Monterey, and Buena Vista. He, 
too, was badly supported. The Secession 
War has been conducted by elderly or 
middle-aged men. General Lee, whom 
the world holds to have displayed the 
most ability in it, is about fifty-six. Gen- 
eral Rosecrans is forty-four, and Gener- 
al Grant forty-two. Stonewall Jackson 
died at thirty-seven. General Banks is 
forty-eight, General Hooker forty-five, 
General Beauregard forty-six, General 
Bragg forty-nine, General Burnside for- 
ty, General Gillmore thirty-nine, Gen- 
eral Franklin forty-one, General Magru- 
der fifty-three, General Meade forty- 
eight, General Schuyler Hamilton forty- 
two, General Charles S. Hamilton for- 
ty, and General Foster forty. General 
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Lander, a man of great promise, died in 
his fortieth year. General Kearney was 
killed at forty-seven, and General Ste- 
vens at forty-five. General Sickles was 
in his forty-first year when he was wound- 
ed at Gettysburg, and General Reno was 
thirty-seven when he died so bravely at 
South Mountain. General Pemberton lost 
Vicksburg at forty-five. General T. W. 
Sherman is forty-six, and General W. 
T. Sherman forty-four. General McClel- 
lan was in his thirty-fifth year when he as- 
sumed command at Washington in 1861. 
General Lyon had not completed the 
first month of his forty-third year when 
he fell at Wilson’s Creek. General Me- 
Dowell was in his forty-third year when 
he failed at Bull Run, in consequence of 
the coming up of General Joe Johnston, 
who was fifty-one. General Keyes is 
fifty - three, General Kelley fifty - seven, 
General King forty, and General Pope 
forty-one. General A. S. Johnston was 
fifty-nine when he was killed at Shiloh. 
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General Halleck is forty-eight. General 
Longstreet is forty. The best of the 
Southern cavalry-léaders was General 
Ashby, who was killed at thirty - eight. 
General Stuart is twenty-nine. On our 
side, General Stanley is thirty, General 
Pleasonton forty, and General Averell 
about thirty. General Phelps is fifty- 
one, General Polk fifty-eight, General 
S. Cooper sixty-eight, General J. Cooper 
fifty-four, and General Blunt thirty-eight. 
The list might be much extended, but 
very few young men would be found in 
it,—or very few old men, either. The 
best of our leaders are men who have 
either passed beyond middle life, or who 
may be said to be in the enjoyment of 
that stage of existence. It is so, too, with 
the Rebels. If the war does not afford 
many facts in support of the position that 
old generals are very useful, neither does 
it afford many to be quoted by those who 
hold that the history of heroism is the his- 
tory of youth. 


THE WRECK OF RIVERMOUTH.* 
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Rivermovurs Rocks are fair to see, 
By dawn or sunset shone across, 
When the ebb of the sea has left them free 
To dry their fringes of gold-green moss : 
For there the river comes winding down 
From salt sea-meadows and uplands brown, 
And waves on the outer rocks afoam 
Shout to its waters, “* Welcome home !” 


And fair are the sunny isles in view 
East of the grisly Head of the Boar, 
And Agamenticus lifts its blue 
Disk of a cloud the woodlands o'er ; 


* See Norfolk County Records, 1657; New England Historical and Genealogical Register, No. 
II. p. 192. The moral lapse of the first minister of Hampton at the age of fourscore is referred 
to in the third number of the same periodical. Goody Cole, the Hampton witch, was twice im- 


prisoned for the alleged practice of her arts. 
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And southerly, when the tide is down, 

*Twixt white sea-waves and sand-hills brown, 
The beach-birds dance and the gray gulls wheel 
Over a floor of burnished steel. 


Once, in the old Colonial days, 
Two hundred years ago and more, 

A boat sailed down through the winding ways 
Of Hampton river to that low shore, 

Full of a goodly company 

Sailing out on the summer sea, 

Veering to catch the land-breeze light, 

With the Boar to left and the Rocks to right. 


In Hampton meadows, where mowers laid 
Their scythes to the swaths of salted grass, 

“Ah, well-a-day ! our hay must be made!” 
A young man sighed, who saw them pass. 

Loud laughed his fellows to see him stand 

Wheiting his scythe with a listless hand, 

Hearing a voice in a far-off song, 

Watching a white hand beckoning long. 


« Fie on the witch!” cried a merry girl, 

As they rounded the point where Goody Cole 
Sat by her door with her wheel atwirl, 

A bent and blear-eyed poor old soul. 
“Oho!” she muttered, “ye ’re brave to-day ! 
But I hear the little waves laugh and say, 

« The broth will be cold that waits at home ; 
For it ’s one to go, but another to come !’” 


* 
« She’s curst,” said the skipper; ‘“ speak her fair: 


I’m scary always to see her shake 
Her wicked head, with its wild gray hair, 

And nose like a hawk, and eyes like a snake.” 
But merrily still, with langh and shout, 
From Hampton river the boat sailed out, 
Till the huts and the flakes on Star seemed nigh, 
And they lost the scent of the pines of Rye. 


They dropped their lines in the lazy tide, 
Drawing up haddock and mottled cod ; 

They saw not the Shadow that walked beside, 
They heard not the feet with silence shod. 

But thicker and thicker a hot mist grew, 

Shot by the lightnings through and through; 

And muffled growls, like the growl of a beast, 

Ran along the sky from west to east. 


Then the skipper looked from the darkening sea 
Up to the dimmed and wading sun, 
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But he spake like a brave man cheerily, 

“‘ Yet there is time for our homeward run.” 
Veering and tacking, they backward wore ; 
And just as a breath from the woods ashore 
Blew out to whisper of danger past, 

The wrath of the storm came down at last ! 


The skipper hauled at the heavy sail : 
‘“* God be our help!” he only eried, 
As the roaring gale, like the stroke of a flail, 
Smote the boat on its starboard side. 
The Shoalsmen looked, but saw alone 
Dark films of rain-cloud slantwise blown, 
Wild rocks lit up by the lightning’s glare, 
The strife and torment of sea and air. 


Goody Cole looked out from her door : 

The Isles of Shoals were drowned and gone, 
Searcely she saw the Head of the Boar 

Toss the foam from tusks of stone. 
She clasped her hands with a grip of pain, 
The tear on her cheek was not of rain : 
“They are lost,” she muttered, ‘ boat and crew ! 
Lord, forgive me! my words were true!” 


Suddenly seaward swept the squall ; 
The low sun smote through cloudy rack ; 
The Shoals stood clear in the light, and all 
The trend of the coast lay hard and black. 
But far and wide as eye could reach, 
No life was seen upon wave or beach ; 
The boat that went out at morning never 
Sailed back again into Hampton river. 


O mower, lean on thy bended snath, 
Look from the meadows green and low: 

The wind of the sea is a waft of death, 
The waves are singing a song of woe ! 

By silent river, by moaning sea, 

Long and vain shall thy watching be: 

Never again shall the sweet voice call, 

Never the white hand rise and fall! 


O Rivermouth Rocks, how sad a sight 

Ye saw in the light of breaking day ! 
Dead faces looking up cold and white 

From sand and sea-weed where they lay ! 
The mad old witch-wife wailed and wept, 
And cursed the tide as it backward crept : 
* Crawl back, crawl back, blue water-snake ! 
Leave your dead for the hearts that break!” 
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Solemn it was in that old day 

In Hampton town and its log-built church, 
Where side by side the coffins lay 

And the mourners stood in aisle and porch. 
In the singing-seats young eyes were dim, 
The voices faltered that raised the hymn, 
And Father Dalton, grave and stern, 
Sobbed through his prayer and wept in turn. 


But his ancient colleague did not pray, 

Because of his sin at fourscore years : 
He stood apart, with tne iron-gray : 

Of his strong brows knitted to hide his tears. 
And a wretched woman, holding her breath 
In the awful presence of sin and death, 
Cowered and shrank, while her neighbors thronged 
To look on the dead her shame had wronged. 


Apart with them, like them forbid, 
Old Goody Cole looked drearily round, 
As, two by two, with their faces hid, 
The mourners walked to the burying-ground. 
She let the staff from her clasped hands fall; 
‘“ Lord, forgive us! we ’re sinners all!” 
And the voice of the old man answered her: 
“ Amen!” said Father Bachiler. 


So, as I sat upon Appledore 
In the calm of a closing summer day, 
And the broken lines of Hampton shore 
In purple mist of cloudland lay, 
The Rivermouth Rocks their story told ; 
And waves aglow with sunset gold, 
Rising and breaking in steady chime, 
Beat the rhythm and kept the time. 


And the sunset paled, and warmed once more 
With a softer, tenderer after-glow ; 

In the east was moon-rise, with boats off-shore 
And sails in the distance drifting slow. 

The beacon glimmered from Portsmouth bar, 

The White Isle kindled its great red star ; 

And life and death in my old-time lay 

Mingled in peace like the night and day ! 
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THE SCHOOLMASTER’S STORY. 


I was in the shop of my friend on the 
day of the great snow-storm, when the 
plan was proposed which he mentions in 
the beginning of his story, called ‘ Pink 
and Blue,” printed in this magazine in 
the month of May, 1861. Fears were en- 
tertained that some of the women might 
object. And they-did. My sister Fan- 
ny, Mrs. Maylie, said it was like being 
set in a frame. Farmer Hill’s wife hop- 
ed we should n’t tell exactly how much 
we used to think of them, for ‘“ praise 
to the face was open disgrace.” But my 
wife, Mrs. Browne, thought the stories 
should be made as good as possible, for 
praise could not hurt them so long as 
they knew themselves, just what they 
were. It was suggested by some one, 
that, if the married men told how they 
won their wives, there were a couple of 
old bachelors belonging to our set who 
ought to tell how they came to be with- 
out, which seemed very fair. 

When the lot fell upon me, my wife 
laughed, and declared that our affairs 
ran so crooked, she did n’t believe I 
could tell a straight story. But Fanny 
said that would make it seem more like a 
book ; the puzzle to her was what I should 
call myself, seeing that I was neither one 
thing nor another. It was finally agreed, 
however, that, as I had taught school one 
winter, and that an important one, I 
should call mine ‘* The Schoolmaster’s 
Story.” The truth is, my own calling 
would not look well at the head of an 
article, for I am by profession a loafer. 
For this vocation, which was my own 
deliberate choice, I was well prepared, 
having graduated, with a moderate de- 
gree of honor, from Cambridge College. 
I know of no profession requiring for its 
complete enjoyment a more thorough 
and varied preparation. 

My sister Fanny and I were two poor 
orphans, brought up, fed, clothed, and 
loved by our Aunt Huldah. If it had 
not been for her, I don’t know what we 


should have done. Our Aunt Huldah 
was a widow and a manager. Nearly 
every person has among his acquaintan- 
ces one individual, usually a female, who 
is called a good manager. She knows 
what is to be done, and who should do 
it, — picks out wives for the young men, 
husbands for the maidens, and attends 
herself to the matter of bringing them to- 
gether. Sometimes these individuals be- 
come tyrannical, standing with vials of 
wrath all ready to be poured forth upon 
the heads of the unsubmissive, and it 
must be owned that our aunt was in this 
not wholly unlike the rest; but then she 
was so good-natured, so reasonable, that, 
although the aforesaid vials were often 
known to be well filled, yet her kindness 
and good sense always kept the corks 
in. 

T think she took us partly from love, 
and partly to show how children ought 
to be managed. We got on admirably 
together. I was by no means a fiery 
youth. Iwas amiable, fond of books, had 
soft, light hair, fair complexion, a quiet, 
persevering way, and never ran after 
the girls. Taking all these things into 
consideration, my aunt determined that 
I should go to college, and become an 
honor to the family. 

Fanny, though not a bit like me, got 
along equally as well with the reigning 
power. She was a smart, black-eyed 
maiden, full of life, and had herself some 
of the managing blood in her veins. In 
fact, so bright and so sly was my dear 
little sister, that she often succeeded in 
managing the Grand Panjandra herself. 
I speak thus particularly of Fanny, be- 
cause, if it had not been for her, I might 
now have no story to tell. Inever, from 
childhood to manhood, worked myself in- 
to any tight place, that her little scheming 
brain did not invent some way of getting 
me out. 

When my collegiate labors were near- 
ly finished, our aunt was taken poor. 
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She was subject to these attacks, under 
which she always resorted to the heroic 
treatment, retrenching and economizing 
with the greatest zeal. This attack of 
hers was the primary cause of my taking 
a winter school in the little village of 
Norway, about twenty miles from home. 
I was perfectly. willing to keep school; it 
seemed the easiest thing in the world. 

The night before leaving home, my 
aunt summoned me to her chamber. She 
sat erect in her straight-backed chair, a 
tall, dark woman, in a bombazine gown, 
with white muslin frill and turban. Her 
eyes were black and deep. Her nose 
was rather above than below the usual 
height, and eminently fitted to bear its 
spectacles. She was evidently a person 
who thought before she acted, but who 
was sure to act after she had thought. 

Good advice was what she wanted to 
give me. The world wasasnare. The 
Devil was always on the lookout, and 
everywhere in a minute. She read con- 
siderable portions from the ‘“ Boston Re- 
corder,” after which she dropped some 
hints about the marriage-state,—said she 
had noticed, with pleasure, my prudence 
in not hurrying these matters, adding, that 
it was much safer to choose a wife from 
among our own neighbors and friends 
than to run the risk of marrying a stran- 
ger. No names were mentioned, but I 
knew she was thinking of Alice, the post- 
master’s daughter, a fair young maiden, 
soft in speech, quiet in manners, and con- 
stant at meeting, — a maiden, in fact, of 
whom I had long stood in dread. 

My school commenced the week after 
Thanksgiving. I had fancied myself ap- 
pearing among my scholars like a king 
surrounded by his subjects. But these 
lofty notions soon melted down beneath 
the searching glances of forty pairs of 
eyes. A sense of my incompetency came 
over me, and I felt like saying, —“‘ Young 
people, little children, what can I do 
for you, and how shall I show you any 
good ?” 

The first thing I did was to take the 
names. Ah! in what school-record of 
modern times could be found such a cat- 
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alocue of the Christian virtues? Think 
of mending pens for Faith and Prudence! 
— of teaching arithmetic to Love, Hope, 
and Charity!— of imparting general 
knowledge to Experience! There were 
three of this last name, and it was only 
after a long experience of my own that I 
learned that the first was called ‘ Pelly,” 
the second, ** Exy,” and the third, ‘‘ Sper- 
rence.” Penelope was rendered “ Pep.” 

It gave me peculiar sensations to find 
among my scholars so many large girls. 
T have said that I had never been in the 
habit of running after the girls, and I 
never had. I was one of those quiet 
young men who read poetry, buy pict- 
ures and statues, and play the flute on 
still, moonlight evenings. Not that I 
was indifferent to female charms, or let 
beauty pass by unnoticed. In fact, I 
was keenly alive to the beautiful in all 
its forms. I had seen, in the course of my 
life, a great many handsome faces, which, 
in my quiet way, I had studied, when 
nobody was minding, comparing beauties, 
or imagining alterations for the better, 
just as if I had been studying a picture 
or a statue, and with no more fear of be- 
ing myself affected. Passing strange it 
was, that, exposed as I had been, I should 
have remained so long unscathed. My 
time had not yet come. But now dan- 
gers thickened around me, and I felt that 
Aunt Huldah knew the world, when she 
said it was a snare. For, in glancing 
about the room carelessly, while taking 
the names, I could not but perceive that 
I was beset by perils on every side, — 
perils from which there seemed no pos- 
sible escape: for no sooner did I turn 
resolutely away from a dove-like face in 
one corner than my eye was caught by 
a bright eye or a sweet smile in another ; 
and the admiring glance which with re- 
luctance I withdrew from a graceful fig- 
ure was arrested by a well-shaped head 
or a rosy cheek. One was almost a beau- 
ty, with her light curls and delicate pink 
cheeks; another was quite such: her 
smile was bewitching, and her eyes were 
roguish. But I soon found that there 
were other things to be attended to be- 
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sides picking out the prettiest flowers in 
my winter bouquet. 

I have intimated that my ideas re- 
garding school-keeping were exceeding- 
ly vague. Nevertheless, I had in the 
course of my studies picked out and put 
together a system for the instruction and 
management of youth. This system I 
now proceeded to apply. 

It is curious, as we trace back the cur- 
rent of our lives, to discover the multi- 
tude of whims, plans, and mighty resolves 
which lie wrecked upon the shore. I 
cannot help smiling, as, in looking back 
upon my own life-stream, I discern the 
remains of my precious system lying high 
and dry among the rocks of that winter’s 
experience. YetI tried all ways to make 
it go. I was like a boy with a new boat, 
who increases or lessens his ballast, now 
tries her with mainsail, foresail, topsail, 
jib, flying jib, and jibber jib, and now 
with bare poles, — anything to make her 
float. Each night I took my poor system 
home for repairs, and each morning, full 
of hope, tried to launch it anew in my 
school-room. I have always felt that I 
wronged those scholars, that I learned 
more than J taught. Ihave no doubt of 
it. 7 

I, of course, as was then the custom, 
boarded round; and this method of obtain- 
ing nourishment, though savoring some- 
what of the Arab or the common beg- 
gar, I, on the whole, enjoyed. It gave 
me a much stronger interest in the chil- 
dren, seeing them thus in their own 
homes, where was so much love, so much 
solicitude for even the dullest of them. 
Besides this, I came in contact with all 
sorts of curious people, found new faces 
to study. 

Another custom of the place T also fell 
in with, which was, to keep an evening- 
school. All the schoolmasters had kept 
one from time immemorial. This evening- 
school I really enjoyed. Plenty of charm- 
ing girls, too big or too busy to waste their 
daylight upon books, came from great dis- 
tances, bringing their brothers and their 
beaux, all intent upon having a good time 
and getting on in their ciphering. Teach- 
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ing them was a pleasure, for they felt the 
need of knowledge. I feel bound to say, 
however, that imparting knowledge was 
not my only pleasure. In intervals of 
leisure, before or after school, or at recess, 
T found much that was worthy attention. 
Seated at my desk, wrapped in my dig- 
nity, I watched, with many a sidelong 
glance, the progress of rustic love-mak- 
ing. I only mean by this, that from their 
general movements I constructed such 
love-stories as seemed to me probable. I 
learned who went with whom, who wish- 
ed they could go with whom, who could 
and who could n’t, who did and who did 
n’t. 

Did I not go into the business on my 
own account? ‘That is by no means an 
improper question. In fact, I might have 
expected it. Some have, no doubt, con- 
sidered it a settled thing that I fell in love 
with the bright-eyed beauty, before men- 
tioned, or with the pink-cheeked ; but I 
beg that such fancies may be brushed 
away, that all may be in readiness to re- 
ceive the true queen, who in due time 
will come to take possession of her king- 
dom. For I will be honest with you, and 
not, like most story-tellers,- try to pull 
wool over your eyes all the way through. 
I will say openly, that I did first see the 
girl who was afterwards my wife in that 
cold little village of Norway. Cold it 
seems not to me now, in the light of so 
many warm, sunshiny memories ! 

When my evening-school had been in 
operation a few weeks, I noticed, one 
evening, at the end of the back-form on 
the girls’ side a new face. The owner 
of this new face was very quietly study- 
ing her book, a thin, blue-covered book, 
Temple’s Arithmetic. She was dressed in 
black, —not fine, glossy black, but black 
that was gray, rusty, and well worn. 
A very small silk handkerchief of the 
same color was drawn over her shoulders 
and pinned where its two corners met her 
gown in front, making a sort of triangle 
of whiteness, —some would say, “ reveal- 
ing a neck and throat pure and white as 
a lily-leaf” ; and they would say no more 
than the truth, only I never like to put 


1864.] 


things in that way. Just so white was 
her face. Her hair was black, soft, but 
not what the other girls would have call- 
ed smooth, or “slick.” It was pulled 
away behind her ears, and fixed up rath- 
er queerly in a great bunch behind, as 
if the only aim were to get it out of the 
way. The upper part of her face was 
the most striking, — the black eyebrows 
upon such a white, straight forehead. I 
am rather particular in describing this 
new face, because — well, perhaps be- 
cause I remember it so distinctly. While 
I was studying her as, I might perhaps 
say, a work of Art, she suddenly raised 
her eyes, as people always do when they 
are watched. I looked away in a hurry, 
though her eyes were just what I want- 
ed to see more of, for they were splendid 
eyes. ‘ Splendid” is not the right word, 
though. Deep, thoughtful, sorrowful, are 
the words which are floating about in my 
mind. I wondered how she would look 
when animated, and watched, at recess, 
for some of the others to talk to her. 

But she seemed one by herself. While 
other girls chatted with their beaux, or 
whispered wonderful secrets, she remain- 
ed sitting alone, now looking at her book, 
and now glancing around in a pitiful sort 
of way, that made me feel like going to 
speak to her. In fact, as her teacher, 
I was bound to do this, and, true to the 
promptings of duty, I walked slowly 
down the alley. As I paused by her 
side, she glanced up in my face. I never 
forgot that look. I might say that I nev- 
er recovered from the effects of it. I ask- 
ed about her studies, and very willingly 
explained a sum over which she had 
stumbled. 

After this, she came every evening, 
and it usually happened that it was most 
convenient for me to attend to her at 
recess. Jelping her in her sums was a 
pleasant thing to do, but in nothing was 
I more interested than in the writing-ex- 
ercise. I felt that I was indeed fortunate 
to be in duty bound to follow the moye- 
ment of her charming little hand across 
the page, to teach her pretty fingers how 
to hold the pen; but then, if pleasure and 
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duty would unite, how could I help it ? 
Then I had a way, all my own, of throw- 
ing looks sidelong at her face, while thus 
engaged ; but sometimes my eyes would 
get so entangled in her long lashes, that 
I could hardly turn them away before 
she looked up. 

Yet I never thought then of being in 
love with the girl. Marriage was a sub- 
ject upon which I had never seriously 
reflected. Much as I liked to watch, to 
criticize pretty faces, I never had thought 
of taking one for my own. I was like a 
good boy in a flower-garden, who looks 
about him with delight, admiring each 
beautiful blossom, but plucking none. 
Not that I meant to live a bachelor; for, 
whenever I looked forward, — an indefi- 
nite number of years, —I invariably saw 
myself sitting by my own fireside, with 
a gentle-faced woman making pinafores 
near me, a cradle close by, and one or 
two chaps reading stories, or playing 
checkers with beans and buttons. But this 
gentle maker of pinafores had never yet 
assumed a tangible shape. She had only 
floated before me, in my lonely moments, 
enveloped in mist, and far too indistinct 
for revealing the color of the eyes and 
hair. So I could not be in love with Ra- 
chel,—her name was Rachel Lowe, —only 
a sort of magnetism, as it would be called 
in these days, drew my eyes constantly 
that way. I soon found, however, that it 
was impossible to watch her face with that 
indifference with which, as I have before 
stated, it had been my custom to regard 
female beauty. Its peculiar expression 
puzzled me, and I kept trying to study 
it out. Interesting, but dangerous study ! 
The difficulties of school- keeping are by 
no means fully appreciated. 

One evening, after school, the young 
folks stopped to slide down-hill. _ Rachel 
and a few little girls stood awhile, watch- 
ing the sleds go by ; but it was cold stand- 
ing still, and they soon moved homewards. 
I walked along by the side of Rachel: 
this was the first time I ever went home 
with her. _ I found she was living in the 
family of Squire Brewster, a family in 
which I had not yet boarded. After this 
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I frequently walked home with her. 
Sometimes I would determine not to do 
so again, for I was afraid I was getting — 
I did n’t know where, but where I had 
never been before; but when evening 
came, and I saw how handsome she look- 
ed, and how all alone, I could n’t help it. 
It was not often I could get her to talk 
much. She was bashful, different from 
any girl Thadever met. The only friend 
she seemed to have was the young wife of 
the Doctor, Mrs. James. The Doctor, she 
said, had attended her through a fever, 
and asked no pay. His wife was kind, 
and lent her books to read. 

I was boarding at that time with a 
poor widow-woman, and one night I 
asked her about Rachel. She warmed 
up immediately, said Rachel Lowe was 
a good girl and ought to be “sot by,” 
and not slighted on her parents’ account. 

* And who were her parents ?” I ask- 
ed. 

“Why, when her father was a poor 
boy, the Squire thought he would take 
him and bring him up to learnin’; but 
when he came to be a man grown almost, 
he ran away to sea; and long afterwards 
we heard of his marryin’ some outland- 
ish girl, half English, half French, — but 
Rachel ’s no worse for that. After his 
wife died, —and, as far as I can find 
out, the way he carried on was what kill- 
ed her, —he started to bring Rachel here ; 
but he died on the passage, and she came 
with only a letter. I suppose he thought 
the ones that had been kind to him would 
be kind to her; but, you see, the Squire 
is a-livin’ with his second wife, and she 
is n’t the woman the first Miss Brewster 
was. In time folks will come round, but 
now they sort of look down upon her ; 
for, you see, everybody knows who her 
father was, and how he did n’t do any 
credit to his bringin’ up, and nobody 
knows who her mother was, only that 
she was a furrener, which was so much 
agin her. But you are goin’ right from 
here to the Squire’s; and mebby, if you 
make of her, and let folks see that you 
set store by her, they ‘Il begin to open 
their eyes.” 
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I thought I felt just like kissing the 
poor widow ; anyway, I knew I felt like 
kissing somebody. ‘To be sure, the talk 
was all about Rachel, and it might 
But no matter; what difference does it 
make now who it was I wanted to kiss 
forty or fifty years ago ? 

The next day I went to board at the 
Squire’s. It was dark when I reached 
the house; the candles were just being 
lighted. The Squire, a kindly old man, 
mct me in the porch and took my bundle. 
I followed him into the kitchen. There 
something more than common seemed to 
be going on, for chairs were being ar- 
ranged in rows, and Mrs. Brewster was 
putting out of sight every article sugges- 
tive of work. There was to be an even- 
ing meeting. I watched the people as 
they came in, still and solemn. Not many 
of the women wore bonnets. All who 
lived within a moderate distance just step- 
ped in with a little homespun blanket 
over the head, or a patchwork cradle- 
quilt. I noticed Rachel when she en- 
tered and took her seat upon the settle. 
It will only take a minute to tell what a 
settle is, or, rather, was. If you should 
take a low wooden bench and add to it 
a high back and ends, you would make 
a settle. It usually stood near the fire- 
place, and was a most luxurious seat, — 
its high back protecting you from cold 
draughts and keeping in the heat of the 
fire. It was now shoved back against 
the wall. This neighborhood-gathering 
was called a conference-meeting, being 
carried on by the brethren. I liked to 
hear them speak, because they were so 
much in earnest. The exercises closed 
with singing “ Old Hundred.” T joined 
at first, but soon there fell upon my ear 
such sweet strains from the other side of 
the room that I was glad to stop and lis- 
ten. They came from the settle. It was 
Rachel, singing counter. Only those who 
have heard it know what counter is, and 
how particularly beautiful it is in “ Old 
Hundred.” I think it has already been 
intimated that I was somewhat poeti- 
cal. It will not, therefore, be considered 
strange, that, when I heard those clear 
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tones, rising high above the harsher ones 
around, above the grating bass of the 
brethren and the cracked voices of el- 
derly females, I thought of summer days 
in the woods, when I had listened to the 
notes of the robin amid a chorus of lo- 
custs and grasshoppers. 

Squire Brewster treated Rachel kind- 
ly ; but women make the home, and 
Mrs. Brewster was a hard woman. The 
neighbors said she was close, and would 
have more of a cat than her skin. Miss 
Sarah had been out of town to school, 
and was proud. 
was coarse, but just as proud as his sis- 
ter. I disliked the way he looked at 
Rachel. Her position in the family I 
soon understood. She was there to take 
the drudgery from Mrs. Brewster, to be 
ordered about by Miss Sarah, tormented 
by the younger children, and teased, if 
not insulted, by Sam. What puzzled 
me was her manner towards them. She 
spoke but seldom, and, it seemed to me, 
had a way of looking down upon these 
people, who were so bent upon making 
her look up to them. The cross looks 
and words seemed not to hit her. Her 
deep, dark eyes appeared as if they were 
looking away beyond the scenes around 
her. I was very glad to see, however, 
that she could notice Sam enough to 
avoid him; for to that young man I had 
taken a dislike, and not, as it turned, 
without reason. 

One evening, during my second week 
at the Brewsters’, I sat long at my cham- 
ber-window, watching the fading twilicht, 
the growing moonlight, and the steady 
snow-light. Presently I saw Rachel come 
out to take in the clothes. It seemed just 
right that she should appear then, for in 
her face were all three, — the shadowy 
twilight, the soft moonlight, and the white 
snow-light. 

She wore a little shawl, crossed in 
front, and tied behind at the waist, and 
over her head a bright-colored blanket, 
just pinned under the chin. This ex- 
posed her face, and while I watched it, 
as it showed front-view or profile, not 
knowing which I liked best, admiring, 
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meanwhile, the grace with which she 
reached up, where the line was high, 
sometimes springing from the ground, I 
saw Sam approaching, very slowly and 
softly, from behind. When quite near, 
watching his opportunity, he seized her 
by the waist. He was going to kiss her. 
I started up, as if to do something, but 
there was nothing to be done. With 
a quick motion she slid from his grasp, 
stepped back, and looked him in the face. 
Not a word fell from her lips, only her 
silence spoke. ‘I despise you! ‘There 
isnothing in you that words can reach !” 
was the speech which I felt in my heart 
she was making, though her lips never 
moved. Other things, too, I felt in my 
heart,—rather perplexing, agitating, but 
still pleasing sensations, which I did not 
exactly feel like analyzing. One of the 
children came out to take hold one side 
of the basket, and Sam walked away. 

I went down soon after and took my 
favorite seat upon the settle, which was 
then in its own place by the fire. The 
children were in bed, the older ones had 
gone to singing-school, and Mrs. Brews- 
ter was at an evening-meeting. The 
Squire was at home with his rheumatism. 

I liked a nice chat with the Squire. 
He was a great reader, and delighted to 
draw me into long talks, political or theo- 
logical. My remarks on this particular 
evening would have been more brilliant, 
had not Rachel been sprinkling and fold- 
ing clothes at the back of the room. The 
Squire, in his roundabout, came exactly 
between us, so that, in looking up to an- 
swer his questions, I could not help see- 
ing a white arm with the sleeve rolled 
above the elbow, could not help watch- 
ing the drops of water, as she shook them 
from her fingers. I wondered how it 
was, that, while working so hard, her 
hands should be so white. My sister 
Fanny told me, long afterwards, that 
some girls always have white hands, no 
matter how hard they work. 

This question interested me more than 
the political ones raised by the Squire, 
and I became aware that my answers 
were getting wild, by his eying me 
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over his spectacles. Rachel finished the 
clothes, and seated herself, with her knit- 
ting-work, at the opposite corner of the 
fireplace. I changed to the other end 
of the settle: sitting long in one posi- 
tion is tiresome. She was knitting a 
gray woollen stocking. I think she must 
have been “setting the heel,” for she 
kept counting the stitches. I had often 
noticed Fanny doing the same thing, at 
this turning-point in the progress of a 
stocking; but then it never took her half 
as long. 
leg, though, any change must have been 
pleasant. 

A mug of cider stood near one and- 
iron; leaning against the other was a 
flat stone, —the Squire’s “Simon.” It 
would soon be needed, for he was al- 
ready nodding,— nodding and brighten- 
ing up, — nodding and brightening up. 
While he slept, the room was still, un- 
less the fire snapped, or a brand fell 
down. I said within myself, “ This is 
a pleasant time! It is good to be here !” 
That cozy settle, that glowing fire, that 
good old man, that pure-hearted girl,— 
how distinctly do they now rise before 
me! It seems such a little, little while 
ago! For I feel young. I like to be 
with young folks; I like what they like. 
Yet deep lines are set in my forehead, 
the veins stand out upon my hands, and 
my shadow is the shadow of a stoop- 
ing old man; and when, from frequent 
weariness, I rest my head on my hand, 
the fingers clasp only smoothness, or, at 
best, but a few scattered locks,—visps, I 
might as well say. If ever I took pride 
in anything, it was in my fine head of 
hair. Well, what matters it ? Since 
heart of youth is left me, I'll never mind 
the head. 

Many writers speak well of age, and it 
certainly is not without its advantages, 
meeting everywhere, as it does, with re- 
spect and indulgence. Neither is it, so 
the books say, without its own peculiar 
beauty. An old man leaning upon his 
staff, with white locks streaming in the 
wind, they call a picturesque object. All 
this may be; still, I have tried both, and 


The Schoolmaster’s Story. 


After knitting so many feet of . 


[April, 


must say that my own leaning is towards 
youth. 

Remembering the desire of the poor 
widow, that Rachel should be ‘made 
of,’ I. continued to walk home with her 
from evening-school, and to pay her many 
little attentions, even after I had left the 
Squire’s. The widow was right in say- 
ing, that, when folks saw that I “ set 
store” by her, they would open their 
eyes. They did, — in wonder that “ the 
schoolmaster should be so attentive to 
Rachel Lowe!” We were “ town-talk.” 
T often, in the school-house entry, over- 
heard the scholars joking about us; and 
once I saw them slyly writing our names 
together on the bricks of the fireplace. 
Everybody was on the look-out for what 
might happen. 

One evening, in school-time, I stood a 
long while leaning over her desk, working 
out for her a difficult sum. On obsery- 
ing me change my position, to rest my- 
self, she, very naturally, and almost un- 
consciously, moved for me to sit down, 
and I took a seat beside her, going on, 
all the while, with my ciphering. Hap- 
pening to look up suddenly, I saw that 
half the school were watching us. I kept 
my seat with calmness, though I knew I 
turned red. I glanced at Rachel, and 
really pitied her, she looked so distress- 
ed, so conscious. That night she hur- 
ried home before I had put away my 
books, and for several evenings did not 
appear. 

But if she could do without me, I could 
not do without her. I missed her face 
there at the end of the back-seat. I miss- 
ed the walk home with her: I had grown 
to depend upon it. She was just getting 
willing to talk, and in what she said and 
the way she said it, in the tone of her 
yoice and in her whole manner, there 
was something to me extremely bewitch- 
ing. She had been strangely brought 
up, was familiar with books, but, having 
received no regular education, fancied 
herself ignorant, and different from ev- 
erybody. 

Finding that she still kept away from 
the school, I resolved one night to call 
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at the Squire’s. It was some time after 
dark when I reached there; and as I 
stood in the porch, brushing the snow from 
my boots, I became aware of loud talking 
in the kitchen. Poor Rachel! both Mrs. 
Brewster and Sarah were upon her, laugh- 
ing and sneering about her “ setting her 
cap” for the schoolmaster, and accusing 
her of trying to get him to come home 
with her, of moving for him to sit down 
by her side! Once I heard Rachel’s 
voice, — “Oh, please don’t talk so! I 
don’t do as you say. It is dreadful for 
you to talk so!” I judged it better to 
defer my call, and walked slowly along 
the road. It was not very cold, and I 
sat down upon the stone wall. Isat down 
to think. Presently Rachel herself hur- 
ried by, carrying a pitcher. She was 
bound on some errand up the road. I 
called out, — 

“ Rachel, stop!” 

She turned, in affright, and, upon see- 
ing me, hurried the more. But I over- 
took her, and placed her arm within mine 
in a moment, saying, — 

“ Rachel, you are not afraid of me, I 
hope!” 

“Oh, no, Sir! no, indeed!” she ex- 
claimed. 

“ And yet you run away from me.” 

She made no answer. 

“ Rachel,” I said, at last, “I wish you 
would talk to me freely. I wish you 
would tell what troubles you.” 

She hesitated a moment; and when, 
at last, she spoke, her answer rather sur- 
prised me. 

“T ought not to be so weak, I know,” 
she replied ; “but it is so hard to stand 
all alone, to live my life just right, that 
sometimes I get discouraged.” 

I had expected complaints of ill treat- 
ment, but found her blaming no one but 
herself. 

* And who said you must stand alone ?” 
T asked. 

“That was one of the things my moth- 
er used to say.” 

“ And what other things did she say ?” 

“Oh, Mr. Browne,” she replied, ‘I 
wish I could tell you about my mother ! 
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But I can’t talk; I am too ignorant; I 
don’t know how to say it. When she 
was alive,” she continued, speaking very 
slowly, “I never knew how good she 
was; but now her words keep coming 
back tome. Sometimes I think she whis- 
pers them,—for she is an angel, and you 
know the hymn says, 


‘There are angels hovering round.” 
When we sing, 
‘Ye holy throng of angels bright,’ 


I always sing to her, for I know she is 
listening.” 

Here she stopped suddenly, as if fright- 
ened that she had said so much. The 
house to which she was going was now 
close by. I waited for her to come out, 
and walked back with her towards home. 
After proceeding a little way in silence, 
I said, abruptly, — 

“ Rachel, do they treat you well at the 
house yonder ?” 

She seemed reluctant to answer, but 
said, at last, — 

“Not very well.” 

“ Then, why stay ? Why not find some 
other home ? ” 

“JT don’t think it is time yet,” she re- 
plied. 

“T don’t understand you. I wish 
Rachel, can’t you make a friend of me, 
since you have no other ?” 

“Twill tell you as well as I can,” she 
replied, ‘what my mother used to say. 
She said we must act rightly.” 

“That is true,” Lreplied ; “and what 
else did she say ?” 

‘She said, that that would only be the 
outside life, but the inside life must be 
right too, must be pure and strong, and 
that the way to make it pure and strong 
was to Jearn to bear.” 

“ Still,” I urged, “I wish you would 
find a better home. You cannot learn to 
bear any more patiently than you do.” 

She shook her head. 

“That shows that you don’t know,” 
she answered. “It seems to me right to 
remain. Why, you know they can’t hurt 
me any. Suppose they scold me when I 
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am not to blame, and my temper rises,— 
for I am very quick-tempered ” 

“ Oh, no, Rachel !” 

“ Oh, yes, Mr. Browne! Suppose my 
temper rises, and T put it down, and keep 
myself’ pleasant, do I not do myself good ? 
And thinking about it in this way, is not 
their unkindness a benefit to me,—to the 
real me,—to the soul of Rachel Lowe ?” 

I hardly knew what to say. Somehow, 
she seemed away up above me, while I 
found that I had, in common with the 
Brewsters, only in a different way, taken 
for granted my own superiority. 

“ All this may be true,” I remarked, 
after a pause, “ but it is not the common 
way of viewing things.” 

“Perhaps not,” she answered. ‘My 
mother was not like other people. My 
father was a strong man, but he looked 
up to her, and he loved her; but he kill- 
ed her at last, —with his conduct, he 
killed her. But when she was dead, he 
grew crazy with grief, he loved her so. 
He talked about her always, — talked in 
an absent, dreamy way about her good- 
ness, her beauty, her white hands, her 
long hair. Sometimes he would seem to 
be whispering with her, and would say, 
softly, — ‘ Oh, yes! I'll take care of Ra- 
chel! pretty Rachel! your Rachel!” 

I longed to have her go on; but we 
had now reached the bars, and she was 
not willing to walk farther. 

“I have been talking a great deal 
about myself,” she said; “ but you know 
you kept asking me questions.” 

“Yes, Rachel, I know I kept asking 
you questions. Do you care? I may 
wish to ask you others.” 

“ Oh, no,” she replied; ‘but T could 
not answer many questions. I have only 
a few thoughts, and know very little.” 

I watched her into the house, and then 
walked slowly homewards, thinking, all 
the way, of this strange young girl, striv- 
ing thus to stand alone, working out her 
own salvation. I passed a pleasant night, 
half sleeping, half waking, having always 
before my eyes that white face, earnest 
and beautiful, as it looked up to me in 
the winter starlight, and in my ears her 
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words, * Is not their unkindness a bene- 
fit to me, — to the real me, — to the soul 
of Rachel Lowe ?” 

But spring came ; my school drew to 
a close; and I began to think of home, 
Aunt Huldah, and Fanny. I wished that 
my sister could see Rachel. I knew 
she would appreciate her, for there was 
depth in Fanny, with all her liveliness. 
Sometimes I imagined, just imagined, 
myself married to Rachel. But then 
there was Aunt Huldah,—what would 
she say to a foreigner? And I was de- 
pendent upon Aunt Huldah. Besides, 
how did I know that Rachel would have 
me? Was I equal to her? How worth- 
less seemed my little stock of book-learn- 
ing by the side of that heart- wisdom 
which she had coined, as it were, from 
her own sorrow ! 

My last day came, and I had not spok- 
en. In fact, we latterly had both grown 
silent. Iwas to leave in the afternoon 
stage. I gave the driver my trunk, tell- 
ing him to call for me at the Squire’s, — 
for I must bid Rachel good-bye, and in 
some way let her know how I felt to- 
wards her. As I drew near the house, 
I saw that she was drawing water. I 
stepped quickly towards the well, but 
Sam appeared just then, and I could 
not say one word. She walked into the 
house. I went behind with the water- 
pail, and Sam followed us into the porch, 
Rachel was going up- stairs, but I took 
her hand to bid her good-bye. Mrs. 
Brewster and Sarah were in the kitch- 
en, watching. “ Quite a love-scene !” I 
heard them whisper. “I do believe he “Il 
marry her!” 

Now, although I was by nature quiet, 
yet I could be roused. Bidding good-bye 
to Rachel had stirred the very depths of 
my nature. I longed to take her in my 
arms, and bear her away to my own qui- 
et home. And when, instead of this, I 
thought of the life to which I must leave 
her, it needed but those sneering whis- 
pers to make me speak out, —and I did 
speak out. Taking her by the hand, I 
stepped quickly forward, and stood be- 
fore them. 
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“ And so I will marry her!” I exclaim- 
ed. “If she will accept me, I shall be 
proud to marry her!” 

“ Rachel,” said I, turning towards her, 
“this is strange wooing ; but before these 
people I ask, Will you be my wife ?” 

The astonished spectators of our love- 
scene looked on in dismay. 

“Mr. Browne!” exclaimed Mrs. Brews- 
ter, “do you know what you are doing ? 
IT have no ill-will to the girl; but I feel it 
my duty to tell you who and what she 
is.” 

“TJ know what Rachel Lowe is, Mad- 
am!” I cried, almost fiercely ; “ you 
don’t, — you can’t !” 

Then, turning to the trembling girl, I 
said again, — 

“ Rachel, say, will you be my wife ?” 

At this moment Sam came forward. 
His face was pale, and he trembled. 

“No, Rachel,” said he, “don’t be his 
wife! Be mine! I have n’t treated you 
right, I know I have n’t; but I love you, 
you don’t know how much! The very 
way you have tried to keep me off has 
made me love you!” 

“Sam! stop!” cried his mother, in a 
rage. ‘What do you mean? You know 
you won’t marry that girl!” 

“Mother,” exclaimed Sam, “ you don’t 
know anything about her! She is worth 
every other girl in the place, and hand- 
somer than all of them put together!” 

“Sam!” began Miss Sarah. 

“Now, Sarah, you stop!” cried he. 
“T’ve begun, and now I'll tell. At first 
I teased her for fun. Then I watched her 
to see how she bore everything so well. 
And while I was watching, I— before I 
knew it —I began to love her. You 
may talk, if you want to; but I shall 
never be anybody, if she won’t have 
me !” 

“Stage coming!” said a little boy, 
running in. 

I took Rachel by the hand, and drew 
her with me into the porch. 

“ Don’t promise to marry him!” cried 
Sam, as we passed through the door-way. 
“But she will, —I know she will!” he 
added, as I closed the door. 
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He spoke in a pitiful tone, and his 
voice trembled. I was surprised that he 
showed so much feeling. 

“ Rachel,” said I, as soon as we were 
alone, “ won’t you answer me now? You 
must know how much I love you. Will 
you be my wife?” 

“Oh, Mr. Browne, I cannot! I can- 
not!” she whispered. 

I was silent, for my fears came upper- 
most. Pressing one hand to my fore- 
head, I thought of a thousand things in 
amoment. Nothing seemed more prob- 
able than that she should already have a 
lover across the sea. Seeing my distress, 
she spoke. 

‘¢ Don’t think, Mr. Browne,” she be- 
gan, earnestly, “that it is because I do 
not” 

There she stopped. I gazed eagerly 
in her face. It was strangely agitated. 
I should hardly have known my calm, 
white-faced Rachel. Just then I heard 
the stage stop at the bars. 

“Oh, Rachel!” I cried, “go on! 
What must n’t I think? What shall I 
think ?” 

“ Don’t think me ungrateful, — you 
have been so kind,” she said, softly. 

“ And is that all?” I asked. 

“ Stage ready !” called out the driver. 

I opened the door, to show that I was 
coming ; then, taking her hand, I said, — 

“Good bye, Rachel! And so—you 
can’t love me!” 

An expression of pain crossed her face. 
She leaned against the wall, but did not 
speak. 

“ Turry up there!” shouted the driv- 
er. 

“ Yes, yes !” I cried, impatiently. 

“ Tf you can’t speak,” I went on to Ra- 
chel, ‘press my hand, if you can love 
me,—now, for Iam going. Good bye!” 

She did not press my hand, and I could 
not go. 

“You can’t say you love me,” I cried ; 
“then say you don’t. Anything rather 
than this doubt.” 

“ Oh, Mr. Browne!” she replied, at 
last, “I can’t say anything —but—good 
bye!” 
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“ Good bye, then,” I said, sadly. “ But 
shall you still live here?” _ 

“ Oh, no!” she exclaimed, earnestly ; 
** you can’t think that I” 

Here she stopped, and glanced towards 
the kitchen-door. 

“ No,” said I, ‘ I won’t think it. 
where will you stay ? ” 

“ With Mrs. James. You know her. 
I have already spoken with her.” 

The tramp of the driver was now heard, 
approaching. 

“ Any passenger here bound for Bos- 
ton?” 

“Yes, Sir,” I answered, and with one 
more whispered good - bye, one wring of 
the hand, I passed out, gave my bundle 
to the driver, and entered the coach. 

What a ride home that was! What a 
half-day of doubting, hoping, despairing ! 
I had not before realized how sure I had 
been of her accepting me ; and now that 
I felt how much I loved her, and thought 
of the many causes which might separate 
us, I could not but say over in my heart 
the sorrowful words of poor Sam, — ‘IT 
shall never be anybody, if she won’t have 
me.” Still, though not accepted, I could 
not feel refused ; for what was it I read 
in her face? why so agitated? That 
she struggled with some strong feeling 
was evident. The remembrance, per- 
haps, of a former love. 

In this tumult, this miserable condi- 
tion, I reached home, where, spreading 
my old calmness over my new agitation, 
I received, as best I might, the joyful 
greeting of Fanny, the heartfelt wel- 
come of Aunt Huldah. I tried hard to 
be my own old self, and could not but 
hope that even my sharp-eyed sister was 
blinded. But no sooner had I entered 
my room for the night, no sooner had I 
thrown myself into my deep - cushioned 
arm-chair, than this lively sprite entered, 
on her way to bed. She seated herself 
on the trunk close by me, laid her hand 
upon my arm, and said, — 

«“ What is it, Charley ?” 

“ What, Fanny ?” I asked. 

«“ Now, Charley,” said she, “ you might 
as well speak out at once. Why was I 
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left, when all the rest were taken, but 
that you might have at least one that 
you loved to tell your troubles to? Come, 
now! Take off that manner of yours ; 
you might as well, for I can see right 
through it. You will feel better to let 
everything out, —and then, who knows 
but I might help you?” 

Sure enough. It was strange, consid- 
ering what Fanny had always been to 
me, that this had not occurred to my 
own mind. How natural it seemed now 
to tell her all about it! What a relief 
it would be! But how should I begin ? 
T shrank from it. I began to come round 
to my first position. It seemed as if the 
corner of my heart which held Rachel 
was a holy of holies, too sacred to be 
entered even by my dear, good sister. 
While I was thinking, she watched my 
face. 

“ Ah!” said she, ‘I see you don’t 
know how to begin, and that I must both 
listen and talk. Give me your hand. 
Have n’t I got gypsy eyes? I will tell 
your fortune.” 

Dear little bright-faced Fanny! I 
smiled a real smile when she took my 
hand. 

“Tt is about a girl?” she said, half 
inquiringly. 

I colored, though it was only Fanny, 
and nodded, — 

¢ Yes.” 

“ You love the girl?” she continued, 
after a pause. 

“T do love the girl!” T said, earnest- 
ly, —for, now that the curtain was lifted, 
she might see all she chose. 

« And she loves you?” 

«“ No, —I think so, —I don’t know,” 
was my satisfactory reply. 

“ But why don’t you ask her?” 

« T have asked her.” 

“And what did she say? I wish, 
Charley, you would begin at the begin- 
ning and tell me all about it. How can 
T help you, if I don’t know ?” 

I was glad enough to do it. I began 
at the beginning, and told all there was 
to tell. It was not much,—for the beau- 
ty, the goodness, the patience of Rachel 
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could not be told. When all was over, 
she said, — 

“T am glad you have told me, for I 
can make you easy on one point. She 
loves you. Ah, I can see! Women can 
always see, but men are stupid. Your 
declaration was too sudden. She might 
have thought you were forced into it. 
She is too high-minded to take advantage 
of a moment when your feelings were 
all excited. Wait awhile. Let her see 
that you do not change, and she will give 
you just such an answer as you will like 
to hear. Why, Charley, I like her bet- 
ter for not accepting you than for any- 
thing you have told about her.” 

“Well, Fanny,” I said, half sighing, 
“it may be so,—I hope it may be so; but 
if it does turn out as you say, how shall 
we manage about Aunt Huldah? You 
know how she feels; and then there is 
Alice.” 

“ What a brother you are!” exclaim- 
ed Fanny. “ No sooner do I get you out 
of one difficulty than you go beating 
against another! Perhaps J shan’t like 
her; then how will you manage about 
me? It is not every girl I will take for 
asister! And as for Alice, do you think 
she is waiting for you all this time, vain 
man? She ’s got another beau. But 
now,” she went on, as soon as she could 
stop laughing, “go to bed, and sleep 
easy, knowing that Rachel loves you, 
for I have said it. She loves you too 
well to take you at your word. I hope 
she is n’t too good for you. I will think 
it all over, and see what can be done. 
Good night! Kiss me now for what I 
have told you, just as you would Rachel, 
if she had told you herself.” 

And I did, almost. ‘ 

The next afternoon Fanny and I went 
out for a long walk. Aunt Huldah en- 
couraged our going, for she was coloring, 
and wanted from the store both indigo 
and alum. 

“Do you know the person with whom 
Rachel is staying?” asked Fanny, as 
s00n as we were fairly started. 

“Mrs. James? Yes, she is a nice 
young woman.” 
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“Do you think Rachel would like to 
learn the milliner’s trade ? It would be 
a good thing for her.” 

“So it would ; but where?” 

“ Does she know much of your friends, 
of how you are situated ? ” 

““No. In the few hours we were to- 
gether I was too much oceupied in draw- 
ing her out to speak of my own affairs.” 

“T suppose she knows where you 
live ?” ; 

“T don’t know ; I think, if I spoke of 
any place, it was Cambridge, —I hailed 
from there.” 

“Well,” said Fanny, thoughtfully, 
“perhaps it will make no difference. 
Anyway, it will do to try it. There are 
many Brownes. Besides, Aunt Huldah 
will be different. She will be Sprague, 
I shall be only Fanny, and Charley will 
be Charley.” 

“ My dear Fanny!” Texclaimed, “ what 
are you saying?” 

“Why, you see, buddy,” — she often 
called me “buddy” for “ brother,’ — 
“that, if Rachel loves you, and you love 
her, you will have each other. If Aunt 
Tuldah is angry, and won’t give you any 
of her money, still you will be married, 
even if you both have to work by the 
day. Does this seem clear ? ” 

I laughed, and said, — 

“ Very, — and right, too.” 

“ Still,” she went on, ‘it will be bet- 
ter for all concerned to have Aunt Hul- 
dah like her. Don’t you remember that 
one summer a young girl from the mil- 
liner’s boarded with us, and helped us, 
to pay her board ? ” 

* Capital!” I said. 
manage it?” 

“TJ think I can. Mrs. Sampson is, I 
know, wanting a girl for the busy sea- 
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son.” 

“ But Rachel would n’t come here, — 
to my home!” 

“She need not know it is your home. 
I will write to Mrs. James, and tell her 
all about it,—tell why I want Rachel 
here, and what a good situation it will be 
for her at Mrs. Sampson’s. She can find 
out whether the plan is pleasing to her; 
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and if it is, she can herself make all the 
arrangements. Of course I shall charge 
her not to tell. Then, when everything 
is settled, I can just say to the milliner 
that we should like to make the same 
little arrangement that we did before.” 

“And she live here with you, with 
Aunt Huldah ?” 

“ Why not? She need n’t know that 
Mrs. Huldah Sprague is your aunt, or 
that this is your home.” 

“ But she would find it out some way. 
People calling would mention me. Aunt 
herself would.” 

“I know it,” said Fanny, not quite so 
hopefully ; “and that is the weak point 
of my plan. But then, you know, we 
are Charley and Fanny to everybody. 
She only thinks of you as Mr. Browne. 
Anyway, something will be gained. I 
shall see her, and decide about liking 
her, which is quite important; and it will 
be well for her to have the situation, 
even if nothing else comes of it. I don’t 
see any harm our scheme can do; do you, 
Charley ?” 

“ No, — no harm; but still, things don’t 
look — exactly clear.” 

“Of course not; it is not to be ex- 
pected. I have read in books that loy- 
ers have always a mist before their eyes. 
Mine are clear yet ; and I will tell you 
what to do, — or, rather, what not to do. 
Don’t write her from here ; wait till you 
are in Cambridge.” 

By this time we reached the house. 
The moment we entered, Aunt Huldah 
stretched out her hand for the dye-stuff. 
We had forgotten all about it! 

Those few days at home were pleas- 
ant. Aunt Huldah was unusually kind. 
It was such a satisfaction to her to know 
that I had kept a school, — to think that 
some of her own pluck was hid beneath 
my quiet seeming. She proposed my 
becoming a lawyer, to which I made no 
objection, —for I knew I could make a 
dumb lawyer, one of the kind who only 
sit and write. 

I wrote to Rachel from Cambridge, and 
she answered my letter. It was like her- 
self. ‘ How very kind you have been,” 
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she wrote, “ to me, a poor stranger-girl ! 
If I knew how to write, I would try to 
let you know how much I feel it. I can’t 
understand your wanting to marry a girl 
like me. I know so little, am so little. 
T hope it will not offend you, but I think 
I ought to say, even if it does, that you 
must not write any more. Sometime you 
will thank me, in your heart, for not do- 
ing as you want me to now.” 

J saw that I had indeed a noble nature 
to deal with. Here was a girl, all alone 
in the world, rejecting the sweetest offer- 
ing that could be made to a friendless 
one, —a loving heart, — lest that heart 
should be made to suffer on her account! 
Of course I kept on writing, though my 
letters were not answered. I sent her 
letter to Fanny, who wrote me to keep 
up good courage, for she had already put 
her irons in the fire,—that, although now 
fully convinced that Rachel was too good 
for me, she had herself begun to love 
her, and was at work on her own ac- 
count. 

I always kept Fanny’s letters. Here 
is a part of one I received after having 
been a few weeks from home : — 

“T have just got my answer from Mrs. 
James. She is just the woman to help us 
along. Rachel wants to come! I have 
spoken to Aunt Huldah. It is too bad, 
but I had to be a bit of a hypocrite, to 
hint that I was rather poorly, and how 
nice it would be to have a little help. 
She had just got in a new piece to weave, 
and so was quite ready to take up with my 
plan. I shall get well as soon as it will 
do, for she seems anxious. * Aunt has a 
stiff way, I know, but there ’s a warm 
corner somewhere in her heart, and we 
are in it, and you know there ’s always 
room for one more.” 

It was a week, and more, before I got 
another letter from my scheming sister. 
It began this way : — 

“ Your Rachel is a beauty! Just as 
sweet and modest as she can be! She 
is sitting at the end-window of my room, 
watching the vessels. I am writing at 
the front- window. She has just looked 
at me. What eyes she has! If she only 
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knew whom I was writing to! When I 
see you, I shall tell you the particulars. 
But don’t come posting home now, and 
spoil everything. You shall hear all that 
is necessary for you to know.” 

Fanny need not have cautioned me 
about coming home. It was happiness 
enough then to think of Rachel sitting 
in my sister’s room, — of Aunt Huldah’s 
keen eyes watching her daily life. 

“My plan works,” writes Fanny, a 
week afterwards. ‘“ Aunt seems to take 
a liking to Rachel, which I, if anything, 
rather discourage, thinking she will be 
more likely to stick to it. Rachel is a 
sister after my own heart. I do like 
those people who, while they are so 
steady and calm, show by their eyes and 
the tone of the voice what warm, deli- 
cate feelings they are keeping to them- 
selves! She is one of the real good kind! 
What a way she has with her!—TI saw 
her to-day, when she received a letter 


from you. It came in one from Mrs. 
James. I was making believe read, but 


peeped at her sideways, just as I have 
seen you do at the girls in meeting-time. 
She slipped yours into her pocket, with 
such a blush, — then looked up, sort. of 
scared, to see if I noticed anything ; but 
I was reading my book. Then she step- 
ped quickly out of the room, and I saw 
her, a moment after, go through the gar- 
den into the apple-orchard, and along 
the path to the low-branching apple-tree, 
to read it all alone.” 

This tree [knew well. It was an irreg- 
ular old apple-tree, one of whose branch- 
es formed of itself a nice seat, where 
Fanny and I had often sat from child- 
hood up. 

Afterwards she writes, — 

“You have sent Rachel aring,—a pearl 
ring; you did n’t tell me, but I know. I 
have seen her kiss it. (Does this please 
you?) I happened to find it yesterday, 
while rummaging her box for the button- 
hole scissors. (She sent me there.) Said 
I,—‘ Oh, what a pretty ring! Why don’t 
you wear it?’ I never thought till I had 
spoken ; but then I knew in a minute, by 
her looking sored. She said she ’d a rea- 
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son for thinking it would not be quite 
right to wear it,—said perhaps she would 
tell sometime. It was last night I saw 
her kiss it, when she thought I was 
asleep, — we sleep in the same room. 
She tried it on her finger, but took it 
right off again, sighing, and looking so 
sad that I don’t know what I should 
have done, had I not known how it was 
all coming out right pretty soon. — Aunt 
Huldah is completely entangled in my 
web. She has come into it with her sharp 
eyes wide open! She likes Rachel,—says 
she always knows where to take hold, and 
makes no fuss about doing things. She 
gets her to read the chapter, because she 
says she likes the sound of her voice. 
There is not only sound, but feeling in 
her voice, and that is what aunt means; 
but you know she never says all she 
means, — she is n’t one of the kind. Ra- 
chel is always doing little things for her, 
and bringing home bunches of sweet-fern 
and everlasting. Even if my plan up- 
sets now, much will be gained,—for aunt 
can’t get back her liking, I have found 
a dear friend, and Rachel a good place. 
Your name has been mentioned, but only 
as Charley. I am in daily fear that aunt 
will allude to your school, though, to be 
sure, she is not at all communicative, (girls 
having brothers in college should use a 
big word now and then,) but we are get- 
ting so well aequainted that I begin to 
shake in my shoes. But the mornings 
are busy, the noons are short, and you 
know aunt always goes to bed with the 
hens. My dread is of callers, —not just 
the neighbors running in, but the regu- 
lars. It is so natural for them to say, 
‘How is your nephew ?’—not that they 
care for you, except as being something 
to talk about.” 

Soon after, came the following :— 

“Charley, my boy, what I feared has 
come to pass! Last night our new young 
minister called. He is a good young man, 
I know, but so stiff! Not too stiff, though, 
to take a good look at Rachel. We all 
sat up straight in our chairs. His eyes 
were deep and black, his face pale and 
solemn. He was all in black, but just 
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the white about his throat. When the 
weather, the prospects of the farmers, and 
of the church, were all over with, then 
came an awful pause. Then it was that 
I began to shiver, and that the mischief 
was done. ‘Mrs. Sprague,’ he began, 
‘T understand you have a nephew, not 
now at home, who taught school last win- 
ter in the little village of Norway.’ You 
imay guess the rest. There was a long 
talk about you. Rachel has n’t said a 
word, but I sce by her face that she is 
laying some desperate plan. Now, Char- 
ley, is your time! Hurry home! Come 
and spend next Sunday. Aunt spoke of 
your coming in four weeks, but I shall 
look for you next Saturday night. She 
gets through work earlier then. The 
stage reaches here about sunset. Stop 
at the tavern, and run home over the 
hills. You will come out behind the 
orchard, and Rachel and I will be sitting 
on the branch of the low apple-tree.” 

Now I had been getting uneasy for 
some time. All this while I had been 
living on Fanny’s letters. Now I want- 
ed more. It was much to know that 
Rachel loved me, but I longed to hear 
her say so. I depended upon her. She 
seemed already a part of myself. My 
shadowy pinafore-maker had assumed a 
living form of beauty, and was already 
more to me than I had ever imagined 
woman could be to man, than one soul 
could be to another. I had always, in 
common with other men, considered my- 
self as an oak destined in the course of 
Nature to support some clinging vine; 
but, if I were an oak-tree, she was an- 
other, with an infinitude more of grace 
and beauty. 

As may be supposed, I required no 
urging to take the Saturday’s stage for 
home. We arrived at sunset. I made 
for the hills with all speed, rushing through 
bushes and briers, leaping brooks at a 
bound, until I came out just behind the 
orchard. There I paused. My happi- 
ness seemed so near that I would fain 
enjoy, before grasping it. I walked soft- 
ly along under the trees, until I came 
in sight of two girls sitting with their 
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arms around each other’s waists upon 
the low branch of the apple-tree. There 
was just room for two. The branch, af- 
ter running parallel with the ground for 
a little way, took a sudden turn upwards; 
and to this natural seat I had myself, in 
my younger days, added a back of rough 
branches. I came towards them from 
behind, and hid myself awhile behind 
the trunk of a tree. Fanny was making 
Rachel talk, making her laugh, in spite 
of herself, as I could wellsee. Then she 
began to play with her dark hair, twin- 
ing it prettily about her head, and twist- 
ing among it damask roses with their 
buds, — for it was June, and our damask 
rose-bush was then always in full bloom. 

If Rachel had been beautiful in her 
rusty black dress, what could I say of 
her now? She wore a gown of pink 
gingham, made after the fashion of the 
day, short-waisted and low in the neck, 
with a— finishing-off — of white muslin 
or lace, edged with atucker. There was 
color in her cheeks, and added to this 
was the glow from the roses, and from 
the pink gown. When she smiled, her 
mouth was beautiful. I had not been 
used to seeing her smile. As she threw 
her arm over the back of the seat, in 
turning her face towards Fanny, laugh- 
ing as I had never before seen her laugh, 
I was so bewildered by the beauty of her 
face and figure that I forgot my caution, 
and made a hasty step towards her. The 
grass was soft, but they heard the noise 
and turned full upon me. 

“Why, Charley! you dear boy!” ex- 
claimed Fanny ; and she came running 
up, throwing both arms around my neck. 

I kissed her; and then she drew me to- 
wards Rachel, who stood, like one in de- 
spair, trembling, blushing, almost weeping. 

“ Charley,” cried Fanny, roguishly, 
“kiss me, kiss my friend. This is my 
friend. Won’t you kiss her, too?” 

“With pleasure,” I answered, with 
too much of deep feeling to laugh. “ Ra- 
chel, I always mind Fanny; you will 
not, then, think it strange, if I” —— 

I cannot finish the sentence on paper, 
because it had not a grammatical ending. 


———————E——EEee —— —— — — 


1864.] 


I kept hold of Rachel’s hand, thus add- 
ing to her distress, —telling her, all the 
while, how good it was to see her, and 
to see her there. She tried to withdraw 
her hand, tried to speak, tried to keep 
silent, and at last burst out with, — 

“ Oh, Fanny! do tell him that I did 
n’t know, —that I had no idea, — that 
you asked me,—that you never told me!” 

“Charley,” said Fanny, laughing, “ did 
you ever know me to tell a lie? To my 
certain knowledge, this young woman 
came here to board, expecting to find 
nothing worse than Aunt Huldah and 
myself; and it was at my suggestion she 
came.” 

Then taking Rachel by the hand, she 
said,— 

“ Be easy, my dear child. You need 
not feel so pained. Charley loves you, 
and you love him, and we all love one 
another. Charley is a dear boy, and you 
must n’t plague him. I will tell you all 
about it, dear. When Charley came 
home, and I made him tell me about 
you, I knew, from what he said, that you 
were But I won’t praise you to your 
face. Has n’t Charley seen plenty of 
girls, handsome girls, educated, accom- 
plished? And have n’t I watched him 
these years, to see when Love would catch 
him? Have n’t I searched his face, time 
and again, for signs of love at his heart ? 
When he came home in the spring, I saw 
that his time had come, and trouble with 
it. I made him ¢el/, for I would not send 
him away with a grief shut up in his 
heart. Then I contrived this plan of 
seeing and knowing you, dear. I knew 
that Charley would never have been so 
deeply moved, had you not been worthy ; 
but, my dear child, I never thought of 
loving you so! I shall be so proud, if 
you will be my sister, — for you will, I 
know. You can’t refuse such a dear boy 
as Charley!” 

I still held Rachel by the hand ; and 
while Fanny was speaking so earnestly, 
my other hand, of itself, went creeping 
around her waist, and drew her close to 
me. 

“You can’t refuse,” I whispered, re- 
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peating Fanny’s words; and I knew by 
the look in her fave, and the way her 
heart beat, that she could .n’t. 

But Fanny was one who never liked 
deep waters. Seeing that matters were 
growing earnest, she rose quickly to the 
surface, and went rattling on, in her live- 
ly way. 

“Now, come, you two, and sit down 
in this cozy seat. You have never had 
a nice time all to yourselves, to make love 
in. Ah! how well you look together! 
Just room enough! Rachel, dear, rest 
your head on Charley’s shoulder. You 
must. Charley always minds me, and you 
will have to. Now, buddy, just drop your 
head on hers a minute. Capital! Your 
light curls make her hair look more like 
black velvet than ever! That will do. 
Now I leave you to your fate. I am rat- 
tle - headed, I know, but I hope I have 
some consideration.” 

And so she left us, sitting there in the 
twilight, in the solemn hush of Saturday 
night. 

The next day we all went to meeting. 
It seemed good that I was only to spend 
Sunday at home. The quict, the air 
of solemnity all around us, harmonized 
well with the song my own soul was sing- 
ing. It was Sabbath-day within, one 
long, blessed Sabbath, with which the 
bustle of week-day life would ill accord. 
That perfect day I never forgot. Even 
now I can scent its roses in the air. 
Even now I can almost feel the daisies 
brushing against my feet, while walking 
up the narrow lane on our way to church, 
—can see the sweetbrier by the red gate, 
and myself giving Rachel one of its blos- 
soms. 

During the rest of the term I had fre- 
quent letters from Fanny and Rachel, 
telling how happy they both were, and 
what talks they had in the apple-tree,— 
telling that Aunt Huldah knew, but was 
n’t angry, only just a little at Fanny, for 
being so sly. Then came the long sum- 
mer vacation. The very day I got home, 
the solemn young minister called. Fanny 
said that he came often, but she thought 
he would do so no longer, for he would see 
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that it was of no use to be looking at Ra- 
chel. He did, however, and Rachel said 
he came to look at Fanny. I bestirred 
myself, therefore, to become acquainted 
with him. His stiffness was only of the 
manners. I found him a genial, cultivat- 
ed, warm-hearted person ; in fact, I liked 
him. How cold the word sounds now, 
applied to one whom I afterwards came 
to love as a brother, whose gentle heart 
sympathized in all our troubles, whose 
tears were ever ready to mingle with our 
own! 

He gave us every opportunity of find- 
ing him out, joined us in our sunset 
walks, and in our long sittings under the 
trees. I soon came to be well satisfied 
that he should look at Fanny, — satisfied 
that.she should watch for his coming, and 
blush when he came. I was happy to see 
the mist she once spoke of slowly gather- 
ing before her own eyes, and to know, 
from the strange quiet which came over 
her, that some new influence was at work 
within her heart. 

The beauty of Rachel seemed each day 
more brilliant. Amid such happy influ- 
ences, the lively, genial side of her nature 
expanded like a flower in the sunshine. 
« The soul of Rachel Lowe,” having no 
longer to stand alone, bearing the weight 
of its own sorrows, brought its energies 
to promote the happiness of us all. She 
contrived pleasant surprises, and charm- 
ed Aunt Huldah with her constant acts 
of kindness. She sang beautiful songs, 
and filled the house with flowers ; and 
when we sat long, in the cool of the 
evening, out under the trees, she would 
relate strange, wild stories which she had 
heard from her mother,—stories of other 
times and distant lands. 

Meanwhile Aunt IHuldah was as kind 
as heart could wish, treating us tenderly, 
and as if we were little children; and 
one stormy night, when we four sat with 
her in the keeping-room, talking, until 
daylight faded, and the short twilight left 
us nearly in darkness, she told us some 
things about her own youth, things of 
which, by daylight, she would never have 
spoken, — and told, too, of a dear, only” 
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brother, who was ruined for all time, and, 
she feared, for eternity also, from being 
crossed in love by the strong will of his 
father. Aunt Huldah had a tender heart. 
Her voice grew thick and hoarse, while 
telling the story. Iwas always glad we 
had that talk. It made us know her bet- 
ter. She lived only a year after. She 
died in June, when the grass was green 
and the roses were in bloom, — just a year 
from that Sabbath I spent at home, that 
perfect day when I walked to meeting 
with Rachel up the grassy lane. With 
sad hearts, we laid her to rest in a spot 
that she loved, where the sweet-fern 
and wild-roses were growing, —with sad, 
grateful hearts, for she had been to us as 
father, mother, and true friend. We lov- 
ed her for the affection she showed, and 
still more for that which we knew she 
concealed within herself,—for the tender- 
ness she would not let be revealed. 

The next year Rachel and I were mar- 
ried, thus making the month of June 
trebly sacred. We had a double wed- 
ding ; for the young minister, finding that 
he had looked at Fanny too long for his 
own tranquillity, proposed to mend mat- 
ters in a way which no one whose facul- 
ties were not strangely betwisted by love 
would ever have thought of And my 
sister must either have secretly liked the 
plan, or else have lost her old faculty of 
managing ; for, when he said, “ Come, 
Fanny, and let us dwell together in the 
parsonage,” she went, just as quiet as a 
lamb. 

Rachel and I remained, and do re- 
main to this day, at the old house. Fan- 
ny said we ought to go into the world,— 
that I might possibly become brilliant, 
and Rachel would certainly be admired. 
But the first of these suggestions had lit- 
tle weight with me; and Rachel said 
how nice it would be to live here among 
the apple-trees, near Fanny, to read 
books, sing songs, and so have a good 
time all our lives! 

“ And have nobody but Charley see 
how handsome you are!” exclaimed 
Fanny. 

Rachel did n’t color at this, but re- 
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marked, a little roguishly, that she would 
rather have one of those sidelong looks I 
used to give her in the old school - house 
than all the admiration in the world. 
This was the time when I chose my pro- 
fession, as mentioned in the beginning. 
And I may say that we have had a good 
time all our lives. Yet we have known 
sorrow. Four times has the dark shadow 
fallen upon our hearts; four sad proces- 
sions have passed up the narrow lane ; 
four little graves, by the side of Aunt 
Huldah’s, show where, standing together, 
we wept tears of agony! Yet we stood 
together ; and Rachel, who knew so well, 
taught me how to bear. In every hour 
of anguish I] have found myself leaning 
upon the strong, steadfast “soul of Ra- 
chel Lowe.” I say still, therefore, that 
we have had a good time, for we have 
loved one another all our lives. And we 
have never been too much alone. Plenty 
of friends have been glad to come and see 
us; and on Anniversary Week we have 
usually made a journey to Boston, to wear 
off the rust, and get stirred up general- 
ly. We attend most frequently the Anti- 
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Slavery Conventions. I know of no bet- 
ter place, whether for getting stirred up, or 
wearing off the rust. That couple whom 
you may have noticed sitting near the 
platform — that bald-headed old gentle- 
man and intelligent-looking elderly lady 
—are my wife and I. We met with the 
early Abolitionists in a stable; we saw 
Garrison dragged through the streets, and 
heard Phillips’s first speech in Faneuil 
Hall. 

I have always kept my old habit of 
watching pretty faces; only I don’t look 
sideways now: for the girls never think 
that an old man cares to see them; but 
he does. We have one son, who Fan- 
ny devoutly hopes will turn out better 
than his father. May he go through life 
as happily! And he is in a fair way for 
it. I like to see him with Jenny, the 
pretty daughter of my friend the watch- 
maker. Ifmy good friend thinks to keep 
always with him that youngest one of his 
flock, he will find his mistake ; for it was 
only yesterday that T saw them sitting to- 
gether on the seat in the low-branching 
apple-tree. 


PICTOR IGNOTUS. 


Human nature is impatient of myste- 
ries. The occurrence of an event out of 
the line of common causation, the advent 
of a person not plastic to the common 
moulds of socicty, causes a great commo- 
tion in this little ant-hill of ours. There 
is perplexity, bewilderment, a running 
hither and thither, until the foreign sub- 
stance is assigned a place in the ranks; 
and if there be no rank to which it can 
be ascertained to belong, a new rank 
shall be created to receive it, rather than 
that it shall be left to roam up and down, 
bafiling, defiant, and alone. Indeed, so 
great is our abhorrence of outlying, un- 
classified facts, that we are often ready 
to accept classification for explanation ; 


and having given our mystery a niche 
and a name, we cease any longer to look 
upon it as mysterious. The village-school- 
master, who displayed his superior knowl- 
edge to the rustics gazing at an eclipse 
of the sun by assuring them that it was 
“only a phenomenon,” was but one of a 
great host of wiseacres who stand ready 
with brush and paint-pot to label every 
new development, and fancy that in 
so doing they have abundantly answer- 
ed every reasonable inquiry concerning 
cause, character, and consequence. 
When William Blake flashed across 
the path of English polite society, socie- 
ty was confounded. It had never had to 
do with such an apparition before, and 
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was at its wits’ end. But some Daniel 
was found wise enough to come to judg- 
ment, and pronounce the poet- painter 
mad; whereupon society at once com- 
posed itself, and went on its way rejoi- 
cing. 

There are a few persons, however, who 
are not disposed to let this verdict stand 
unchallenged. Mr. Arthur Gilchrist, late 
a barrister of the Middle Temple, a man, 
therefore, who must have been accustom- 
ed to weigh evidence, and who would not 
have been likely to decide upon insufti- 
cient grounds, wrote a life of Mr. Blake, 
in which he strenuously and ably oppos- 
ed the theory of insanity. From this 
book, chiefly, we propose to lay before our 
readers a slight sketch of the life of a 
man who, whether sane or insane, was 
one of the most remarkable productions 
of his own or of any age. 

One word, in the beginning, regarding 
the book before us. The death of its au- 
thor, while as yet but seven chapters of 
his work had been printed, would pre- 
clude severe criticism, even if the spirit 
and purpose with which he entered upon 
his undertaking, and which he sustained 
to its close, did not dispose us to look le- 
niently upon imperfections of detail. Pos- 
sessing that first requisite of a biogra- 
pher, thorough sympathy with his sub- 
ject, he did not fall into the opposite er- 
ror of indiscriminate panegyric. Look- 
ing at life from the standpoint of the 
“madman,” he saw how fancies could 
not only appear, but be, facts ; and then, 
crossing over, he looked at the madman 
from the world’s standpoint, and saw 
how these soul-born facts could seem 
not merely fancies, but the wild vagaries 
of a crazed brain. For the warmth with 
which he espoused an unpopular cause, 
for the skill with which he set facts in 
their true light, for the ability which he 
brought to the defence of a man whom 
the world had agreed to condemn, for the 
noble persistence with which he forced 
attention to genius that had hitherto re- 
ceived little but neglect, we cannot too 
earnestly express our gratitude. But 
she greater our admiration of material 
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excellence, the greater is our regret for 
superficial defects. The continued over- 
sight of the author would doubtless have 
removed many infelicities of style; yet 
we marvel that one with so clear an in- 
sight should ever, even in the first glow 
of composition, have involved himself in 
sentences so complicated and so obscure. 
The worst faults of Miss Sheppard’s worst: 
style are reproduced here, joined to an 
unthriftiness in which she had no part 
nor lot. Not unfrequently a sentence is 
a conglomerate in which the ideas to be 
conveyed are heaped together with no 
apparent attempt at arrangement, unity, 
or completeness. Surely, it need be no 
presumptuous, but only a tender and rey- 
erent hand that should have organized 
these chaotic periods, completing the work 
which death left unfinished, and sending 
it forth to the world in a garb not un- 
worthy the labor of love so untiringly be- 
stowed upon it by the lamented author. 

To show that our strictures are not un- 
deserved, we transcribe a few sentences, 
taken at random from the memoir : — 

“ Which decadence it was led this Pars 
to go into the juvenile Art-Academy line, 
vice Shipley retired.” 

“The unusual notes struck by William 
Blake, in any case appealing but to one 
class and a small one, were fated to re- 
main unheard, even by the Student of 
Poetry, until the process of regeneration 
had run its course, and, we may say, the 
Poetic Revival gone to seed again: see- 
ing that the virtues of simplicity and di- 
rectness the new poets began by bring- 
ing once more into the foreground, are 
those least practised now.” 

“In after years of estrangement from 
Stothard, Blake used to complain of this 
mechanical employment as engraver to 
a fellow-designer, who (he asserted) first 
borrowed from one that, in his servile 
capacity, had then to copy that comrade’s 
version of his own inventions —as to 
motive and composition his own, that is.” 

«“ And this imposing scroll of fervid 
truisms and hap-hazard generalities, as 
often disputable as not, if often acute 
and striking, always ingenuous and pleas- 
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ant, was, like all his other writings, warm- 
ly welcomed in this country.” 

Let us now go back a hundred years, 
to the time when William Blake was a 
fair-haired, smooth-browed boy, wander- 
ing aimlessly, after the manner of boys, 
about the streets of London. It might 
seem at first a matter of regret that a 
soul full of all glowing and glorious fan- 
cies should have been consigned to the 
damp and dismal dulness of that crowd- 
ed city; but, in truth, nothing could be 
more fit. To this affluent, creative mind 
dinginess and dimness were not. Through 
the grayest gloom golden palaces rose be- 
fore him, silver pavements shone beneath 
his feet, jewelled gates unfolded on gold- 
en hinges turning, and he wandered forth 
into a fair country. What need of sun- 
shine and bloom for one who saw in the 
deepest darkness a“ light that never was 
on sea or land”? Rambling out into the 
pleasant woods of Dulwich, through the 
green meadows of Walton, by the breezy 
heights of Sydenham, bands of angels at- 
tended him. They walked between the 
toiling haymakers, they hovered above 
him in the apple-boughs, and their bright 
wings shone like stars. For him there 
was neither awe nor mystery, only de- 
light. Angels were no more unnatural 
than apples. But the honest hosier, his 
father, took different views. Never in 
all his life had that worthy citizen be- 
held angels perched on tree-tops, and he 
was only prevented from administering 
to his son a sound thrashing for the ab- 
surd falsehood by the intercession of his 
mother. Ah, these mothers! By what 
fine sense is it that they detect ghe nas- 
cent genius for which man’s coarse per- 
ception can find no better name than 
perverseness, and no wiser treatment 
than brute force ? 

The boy had much reason to thank his 
mother, for to her intervention it was doubt- 
less largely due that he was left to follow 
his bent, and haunt such picture-galleries 
as might be found in noblemen’s houses 
and public sale-rooms. There he feasted 
his bodily eyes on earthly beauty, as his 
mental gaze had been charmed with heay- 
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enly visions. From admiration to imita- 
tion was but a step, and the little hands 
soon began to shape such rude, but loy- 
ing copies as Raffaelle, with tears in his 
eyes, must have smiled to see. His fa- 
ther, moved by motherly persuasions, as 
we can easily infer, bought him casts for 
models, that he might continue his draw- 
ing-lessons at home; his own small al- 
lowance of pocket-money went for prints ; 
his wistful child-face presently became 
known to dealers, and many a cheap lot 
was knocked down to him with amiable 
haste by friendly auctioneers. Then and 
there began that life-long love and loyal- 
ty to the grand old masters of Germany 
and Italy, to Albrecht Diirer, to Michel 
Angelo, to Raffaelle, which knew no dimi- 
nution, and which, in its very commence- 
ment, revealed the eclecticism of true 
genius, because the giants were not the 
gods in those days. 

But there came a time when Pegasus 
must be broken in to drudgery, and trav- 
el along trodden ways. By slow, it can- 
not be said by toilsome ascent, the young 
student had reached the vestibule of the 
temple ; but 
“Every door was barred with gold, and opened 

but to golden keys,” 
which, alas! to him were wanting. Noth- 
ing daunted, his sincere soul preferred to 
be a doorkeeper in the house of his wor- 
ship rather than a dweller in the tents 
of Mammon. Unable to be an artist, he 
was content forthe time to become an 
artisan, and chose to learn engraving, 
—a craft which would keep him within 
sight and sound of the heaven from which 
he was shut out. Application was first 
made to Ryland, then in the zenith of 
his fame, engraver to the King, friend of 
authors and artists, himself a graceful, 
accomplished, and agreeable gentleman. 
But the marvellous eyes that pierced 
through mortal gloom to immortal glory 
saw also the darkness that brooded be- 
hind uncanny licht. “TI do not like the 
man’s face,” said young Blake, as he was 
leaving the shop with his father ; ‘it looks 
as if he will live to be hanged.” The 
negotiation failed; Blake was appren- 
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ticed to Basire; and twelve years after, 
the darkness that had lain so long in am- 
bush came out and hid the day: Ryland 
was hanged. 

His new master, Basire, was one of 
those workmen who magnify their office 
and make it honorable. The most dis- 
tinguished of four generations of Basires, 
engravers, he is represented as a supe- 
rior, liberal-minded, upright man, and a 
kind master. With him Blake served out 
his seven years of apprenticeship, as faith- 
ful, painstaking, and industrious as any 
blockhead. So great was the confidence 
which he secured, that, month after month, 
and year after year, he was sent out alone 
to Westminster Abbey and the various 
old churches in the neighborhood, to 
make drawings from the monuments, 
with no oversight but that of his own 
taste and his own conscience. And a 
rich reward we may well suppose his 
integrity brought him, in the charming 
solitudes of those old-time sanctuaries. 
Wandering up and down the consecrat- 
ed aisles, — eagerly peering through the 
dim, religious light for the beautiful forms 
that had leaped from many a teeming 
brain now turned to dust,—reproducing, 
with patient hand, graceful outline and 
deepening shadow,—his daring, yet rever- 
ent heart held high communion with the 
ages that were gone. The Spirit of the 
Past overshadowed him. The grandeur 
of Gothic symbolism rose before him. 
Voices of dead centuries murmured low 
music down the fretted vault. Fair la- 
dies and brave gentlemen came up from 
the solemn chambers where they had 
lain so long in silent state, and smil- 
ed with their olden grace. Shades of 
nameless poets, who had wrought their 
souls into a cathedral and died unknown 
and unhonored, passed before the dream- 
ing boy, and claimed their immortality. 
Nay, once the Blessed Face shone through 
the cloistered twilight, and the Twelve 
stood roundabout. In this strange soli- 
tude and stranger companionship many 
an old problem untwined its Gordian 
knot, and whispered along its loosened 
‘ength, — 
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“I give you the end of a golden string: 
Only wind it into a ball, 
It will lead you in at Heaven's gate, 
Built in Jerusalem wall.” 


To an engraving of “ Joseph of Arima- 
thea among the Rocks of Albion,” exe- 
cuted at this time, he appends,—“ This is 
one of the Gothic artists who built the 
Cathedrals in what we call the Dark 
Ages, wandering about in sheepskins 
and goatskins; of whom the world was 
not worthy. Such were the Christians 
in all ages.” 

Yet, somewhere, through medieval 
gloom and modern din, another spirit 
breathed upon him, —a spirit of green 
woods and blue waters, the freshness of 
May mornings, the prattle of tender in- 
fancy, the gambols of youn® lambs on the 
hill-side. From his childhood, Poetry 
walked hand in hand with Painting, and 
beguiled his loneliness with wild, sweet 
harmonies. Bred up amid the stately, 
measured, melodious platitudes of the 
eighteenth century, that Golden Age of 
commonplace, he struck down through 
them all with simple, untaught, uncon- 
scious directness, and smote the spring 
of ever-living waters. Such wood-notes 
wild as trill in Shakspeare’s verse sprang 
from the stricken chords beneath his 
hand. The little singing-birds that seem 
almost to have leaped unbidden into life 
among the gross creations of those old 
Afreets who 

“Stood around the throne of Shakspeare, 

Sturdy, but unclean,” 
carolled their clear, pure lays to him, 
and left a quivering echo. Fine, fleet- 
ing fangasies we have, a tender, heart- 
felt, heart-reaching pathos, laughter that 
might at any moment tremble into tears, 
eternal’ truths, draped. in the garb of 
quaint and simple story, solemn fervors, 
subtile sympathies, and the winsomeness 
of little children at their play, — some- 
times glowing with the deepest color, of- 
ten just tinged to the pale and changing 
hues of a dream, but touched with such 
coy grace, modulated to such free, wild 
rhythm, suffused with such a delicate, 
evanishing loveliness, that they seem 
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scarcely to be the songs of our tangible 
earth, but snatches from fairy-land. Of- 
ten rude in form, often defective in 
rhyme, and not unfrequently with even 
graver faults than these, their rugged- 
ness cannot hide the gleam of the sacred 
fire. ‘“ The Spirit of the Age,” mould- 
ing her pliant poets, was wiser than to 
meddle with this sterner stuff. From 
what hidden cave in Rare Ben Jonson’s 
realm did the boy bring such an opal as 
this 
SONG. 


“ My silks and fine array, 
My smiles and languished air, 
By Love are driven away; 
And mournful, lean Despair 
Brings me yew to deck my grave: 
Such end true lovers have! 


“ Tis face is fair as heaven, 
Where springing buds unfold; 
Oh, why to him was ’t given, 
Whose heart is wintry cold? 
His breast is Love's all-worshipped tomb, 
Where all Love’s pilgrims come. 


“ Bring me an axe and spade, 
Bring me a winding-sheet; 
When I my grave have made, 
Let winds and tempests beat: 
Then down I'll lie, as cold as clay. 
True love doth pass away.” 


What could the Spirit of the Age hope 
to do with a boy scarcely yet in his teens, 
who dared arraign her in such fashion as 
is set forth in his address 


TO THE MUSES. 


“ Whether on Ida’s shady brow, 
Or in the chambers of the East, 
The chambers of the Sun, that now 
From ancient melody have ceased ; 


“ Whether in heaven ye wander fair, 
Or the green corners of the earth, 
Or the blue regions of the air, 
Where the melodious winds have birth; 


“* Whether on crystal rocks ye rove 
Beneath the bosom of the sea, 
Wandering in many a coral grove, 
Fair Nine, forsaking Poetry; 


“How have you left the ancient love 
That bards of old enjoyed in you! 
The languid strings do scarcely move, 
The sound is forced, the notes are few.” 
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Whereabouts in its Elegant Extracts 
would a generation that strung togeth- 
er sonorous couplets, and compiled them 
into a book to Enforce the Practice of 
Virtue, place such a ripple of verse as 
this ? — 


“Piping down the valleys wild, 
Piping songs of pleasant glee, 
On a cloud I saw a child, 
And he, laughing, said to me: 


** Pipe a song about a lamb!’ 
So I piped with merry cheer. 
‘Piper, pipe that song again!’ 
So I piped; he wept to hear. 


“¢Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe; 
Sing thy songs of happy cheer!’ 
So I sang the same again, 
While he wept with joy to hear. 


*** Piper, sit thee down and write 
In a book, that all may read!’ 
So he vanished from my sight, 
And I plucked a hollow reed, 


“ And I made a rural pen, 
And I stained the water clear, 
And I wrote my happy songs, 
Every child may joy to hear.” 


A native of the jungle, leaping into the 
fine drawing-rooms of Cavendish Square, 
would hardly create more commotion than 
such a poem as “ The Tiger,” charging 
in among Epistles to the Earl of Dorset, 
Elegies describing the Sorrow of an In- 
genuous Mind, Odes innumerable to 
Memory, Melancholy, Music, Indepen- 
dence, and all manner of odious themes. 


“ Tiger, tiger, burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 
Framed thy fearful symmetry ? 


“In what distant deeps or skies 
Burned that fire within thine eyes? 
On what wings dared he aspire ? 
What the hand dared seize the fire? 


“ And what shoulder, and what art, 
Could twist the sinews of thy heart ? 
When thy heart began to beat, 
What dread hand formed thy dread feet? 


“ What the hammer, what the chain, 
Knit thy strength and forged thy brain? 
What the anvil? What dread grasp 
Dared thy deadly terrors clasp? 
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“ When the stars threw down their spears, 
And watered heaven with their tears, 
Did he smile his work to see? 

Did He who made the lamb make thee?” 


Mrs. Montagu, by virtue of the “ mor- 
al” in the last line, may possibly have 
ventured to read the “ Chimney-Sweep- 
er” at her annual festival to those swart 
little people ; but we have not space to 
give the gem a setting here; nor the 
“Little Black Boy,” with its matchless, 
sweet child-sadness. Indeed, scarcely 
one of these early poems— all written 
between the ages of eleven and twenty 
—is without its peculiar, and often its 
peerless charm. 

Arrived at the age of twenty-one, he 
finished his apprenticeship to Basire, and 
began at once the work and worship of 
his life, — the latter by studying at the 
Royal Academy, the former by engray- 
ing for the booksellers. Introduced by 
a brother-artist to Flaxman, he joined 
him in furnishing designs for the famous 
Wedgwood porcelain, and so one dinner- 
set gave bread and butter to genius, and 
nightingales’ tongues to wealth. That 
he was not a docile, though a very de- 
voted pupil, is indicated by his reply to 
Moser, the keeper, who came to him, as 
he was looking over prints from his be- 
loved Raffaelle and Michel Angelo, and 
said, “You should not study these old, 
hard, stiff, and dry, unfinished works of 
Art: stay a little, and Z will show you 
what you should study.” He brought 
down Le Brun and Rubens. ‘ How did 
I secretly rage!” says Blake. ‘I also 
spake my mind! I said to Moser, 
‘ These things that you call finished are 
not even begun; how, then, can they be 
finished ?’” The reply of the startled 
teacher is not recorded. In other re- 
spects, also, he swerved from Academical 
usage. Nature, as it appeared in mod- 
els artificially posed to enact an artificial 
part, became hateful to him, seemed to 
him a caricature of Nature, though he 
delighted in the noble antique figures. 

Nature soon appeared to him in an- 
other shape, and altogether charming. 
‘A lively miss to whom he had paid court 
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showed herself cold to his advances ; 
which circumstance he was one evening 
bemoaning to a dark-eyed, handsome girl, 
—(a dangerous experiment, by the way,) 
—who assured him that she pitied him 
from her heart. ‘ Do you pity me?” 
he eagerly asked. ‘ Yes, I do, most sin- 
cerely.” “Then I love you for that,” 
replied the new Othello to his Desde- 
mona; and so well did the wooing go that 
the dark-eyed Catharine presently be- 
came his wife, the Kate of a forty-five 
years’ marriage. Loving, devoted, do- 
cile, she learned to be helpmeet and 
companion. Never, on the one side, 
murmuring at the narrow fortunes, nor, 
on the other, losing faith in the greatness 
to which she had bound herself, she not 
only ordered well her small household, 
but drew herself up within the range 
of her husband’s highest sympathy. She 
learned to read and write, and to work 
off his engravings. Nay, love became 
for her creative, endowed her with a 
new power, the vision and the faculty 
divine, and she presently learned to de- 
sign with a spirit and a grace hardly to 
be distinguished from her husband’s. No 
children came to make or mar their har- 
mony; and from the summer morning 
in Battersea that placed her hand in his, 
to the summer evening in London that 
loosed it from his dying grasp, she was 
the true angel-vision, Heaven’s own mes- 
senger to the dreaming poet-painter. 
Being the head of a family, Blake 
now, as was proper, went into ‘ society.” 
And what asociety it was to enter! And 
what a man was Blake to enter it! The 
society of President Reynolds, and Mr. 
Mason the poet, and Mr. Sheridan the 
play-actor, and pompous Dr. Burney, 
and abstract Dr. Delap, — all honorable 
men; a society that was dictated to by 
Dr. Johnson, and delighted by Edmund 
Burke, and sneered at by Horace Wal- 
pole, its untiring devotee: a society pre- 
sided over by Mrs. Montagu, whom Dr, 
Johnson dubbed Queen of the Blues ; 
Mrs. Carter, borrowing, by right of years, 
her matron’s plumes ; Mrs. Chapone, sen- 
sible, ugly, and benevolent; the beautiful 
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Mrs. Sheridan; the lively, absurd, inci- 
sive Mrs. Cholmondeley ; sprightly, wit- 
ty Mrs. Thrale; and Hannah More, 
coiner of guineas, both as saint and sin- 
ner: a most piquant, trenchant, and 
entertaining society it was, and well 
might be, since the bullion of genius was 
so largely wrought into the circulating 
medium of small talk; but a society 
which, from sheer lack of vision, must 
have entertained its angels unawares. 
Such was the current which caught up 
this simple-hearted painter, this seer of 
unutterable things, this “ eternal child,” — 
caught him up only to drop him, with no 
creditable, but with very credible haste. 
Asa lion, he was undoubtedly thrice wel- 
come in Rathbone Place; but when it 
was found that the lion would not roar 
there gently, nor be bound by their silk- 
en strings, but rather shook his mane 
somewhat contemptuously at his would-be 
tamers, and kept, in their grand saloons, 
his freedom of the wilderness, he was 
straightway suffered to return to his fit- 
ting solitudes. One may imagine the 
consternation that would be caused by 
this young fellow turning to Mrs. Car- 
ter, whose “ talk was all instruction,” or 
to Mrs. Chapone, bent on the “ improve- 
ment of the mind,” or to Miss Streatfield, 
with her “nose and notions & laGrecque,” 
and abruptly inquiring, ‘Madam, did 
you eyer see a fairy’s funeral ?” “* Never, 
Sir!” responds the startled Muse. “I 
have,” pursues Blake, as calmly as if he 
were proposing to relate a bon mot which 
he heard at Lady Middleton’s rout last 
night. “Iwas walking alone in my gar- 
den last night: there was great stillness 
among the branches and flowers, and 
more than common sweetness in the air. 
I heard a low and pleasant sound, and 
knew not whence it came. At last I 
saw the broad leaf of a flower move, and 
underneath I saw a procession of creat- 
ures of the size and color of green and 
gray grasshoppers, bearing a body laid 
out on a rose-leaf, which they buried 
with songs, and then disappeared. It 
was a fairy funeral.” Or they are dis- 
cussing, somewhat pompously, Herschel’s 
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late discovery of Uranus, and the im- 
mense distances of heavenly bodies, when 
Blake bursts out uproariously, ‘“ ’T is 
false! I was walking down a lane the 
other day, and at the end of it I touched 
the sky with my stick.” Truly, for this 
wild man, who obstinately refuses to let 
his mind be regulated, but bawls out his 
mad visions the louder, the more they 
are combated, there is nothing for it but 
to go back to his Kitty, and the little 
tenement in Green Street. 

But réal friends Blake found, who, if 
they could not quite understand him, 
could love and honor and assist. Flax- 
man, the * Sculptor for Eternity,” and 
Fuseli, the fiery-hearted Swiss painter, 
stood up for him manfully. His own 
younger brother, Robert, shared his tal- 
ents, and became for a time a loved and 
honored member of his family,—too much 
honored, if we may credit an anecdote in 
which the brother appears to much better 
advantage than the husband. A dispute 
having one day arisen between Robert 
and Mrs. Blake, Mr. Blake, after a while, 
deemed her to have gone too far, and 
bade her kneel down and beg Robert’s 
pardon, or never see her husband’s face 
again. Nowise convinced, she neverthe- 
less obeyed the stern command, and 
acknowledged herself in the wrong. 
“ Young woman, you lie!” retorted Rob- 
ert; “J am in the wrong!” This be- 
loved brother died at the age of twenty- 
five. During his last illness, Blake at- 
tended him with the most affectionate 
devotion, nor ever left the bedside till 
he beheld the disembodied spirit leave 
the frail clay and soar heavenward, clap- 
ping its hands for joy ! 

His brother gone, though not so far 
away that he did not often revisit the 
old home, — friendly Flaxman in Italy, 
but more inaccessible there than Robert 
in the heaven which lay above this man 
in his perpetual infancy, — the bas-bleus 
reinclosed in the charmed circle in which 
Blake had so riotously disported himself, 
a small attempt at partnership, shop- 
keeping, and money-making, wellnigh 
“ dead before it was born,”—the poet be- 
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gan to think of publishing. The verses 
of which we have spoken had been seen 
but by few people, and the store was 
constantly increasing. Influence with 
the publishers, and money to defray ex- 
penses, were alike wanting. A copy of 
Lavater’s “ Aphorisms,” translated by his 
fellow - countryman, Fusceli, had receiv- 
ed upon its margins various annotations 
which reveal the man in his moods. 
“ The great art to love your enemy con- 
sists in never losing sight of man in him,” 
says Layater. ‘None can see the man 
in the enemy,” pencils Blake. “If he 
is ignorantly so, he is not truly an ene- 
my ; if maliciously so, not aman. I can- 
not love my enemy ; for my enemy is not 
aman, but a beast. And if I have any, 
I ean love him as a beast, and wish to 
beat him.” No equivocation here, sure- 
ly. On superstition he comments, —‘ It 
has been long a bugbear, by reason of 
its having been united with hypocrisy. 
But let them be fairly separated, and 
then superstition will be honest feeling, 
and God, who loves all honest men, will 
lead the poor enthusiast in the path of 
holiness.” Herein lies the germ of a 
truth. Again, Lavater says,—‘“ A great 
woman not imperious, a fair woman not 
vain, a woman of common talents not 
jealous, an accomplished woman who 
scorns to shine, are four wonders just 
great enough to be divided among the 
four corners of the globe.” Whereup- 
on Blake adds,—‘“ Let the men do their 
duty, and the women will be such won- 
ders; the female life lives from the life 
of the male. See a great many female 
dependents, and you know the man.” If 
this be madness, would that the madman 
might have bitten all mankind before he 
died! To the advice, “Take here the 
grand secret, if not of pleasing all, yet of 
displeasing none: court mediocrity, avoid 
originality, and sacrifice to fashion,” he 
appends, with an evident reminiscence 
of Rathbone Place, ‘“‘ And go to hell.” 
But this private effervescence was not 
enough ; and long thinking anxiously 
as to ways and means, suddenly, in the 
night, Robert stood before him, and re- 
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vealed to him a secret by which a fac- 
simile of poetry and design could be pro- 
duced. On rising in the morning, Mrs. 
Blake was sent out with a half-crown to 
buy the necessary materials, and with that 
he began an experiment which resulted 
in furnishing his principal means of sup- 
port through life. It consisted in a species 
of engraving in relief both of the words 
and the designs of his poems, by a process 
peculiar and original. From his plates 
he printed off in any tint he chose, after- 
wards coloring up his designs by hand. 
Joseph, the sacred carpenter, had ap- 
peared in a vision, and revealed to him 
certain secrets of coloring. Mrs. Blake 
delighted to assist him in taking impres- 
sions, which she did with great skill, in 
tinting the designs, and in doing up the 
pages in boards; so that everything, ex- 
cept manufacturing the paper, was done 
by the poet and his wife. Never before, 
as his biographer justly remarks, was a 
man so literally the author of his own 
book. If we may credit the testimony 
that is given, or even judge from such 
proofs as Mr. Gilchrist’s book can furnish, 
these works of his hands were exquisitely 
beautiful. The effect of the poems im- 
bedded in their designs is, we are told, 
quite different from their effect set naked 
upon a blank page. It was as if he had 
transferred scenery and characters from 
that spirit-realm where his own mind 
wandered at will; and from wondrous 
lips wondrous words came fitly, and with 
surpassing power. Confirmation of this 
we find in the few plates of “ Songs of 
Innocence” which have been recover- 
ed. Shorn of the radiant rainbow hues, 
the golden sheen, with which the artist, 
angel-taught, glorified his pictures, they 
still body for us the beauty of his “ Hap- 
py Valley.” Children revel there in 
unchecked play. Springing vines, in 
wild exuberance of life, twine around 
the verse, thrusting their slender coils in 
among the lines. Weeping willows dip 
their branches into .translucent pools. 
Heayy-laden trees droop their ripe, rich 
clusters overhead. Under the shade of 
broad-spreading oaks little children climb 
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on the tiger’s yielding back and stroke 
the lion’s tawny mane in a true Mil- 
lennium. 

The first series, Songs of Innocence,” 
was succeeded by “Songs of Experi- 
ence,” subsequently bound in one vol- 
ume. Then came the book of “‘ Thel,” an 
allegory, wherein Thel, beautiful daugh- 
ter of the Seraphim, laments the short- 
ness of her life down by the River of 
Adona, and is answered by the Lily of 
the Valley, the Little Cloud, the Lowly 
Worm, and the Clod of Clay ; the burden 
of whose song is — 

“ But how this is, sweet maid, I know not, and 
I cannot know, 

T ponder, and I cannot ponder: yet [live and 

love!” 

The designs give the beautiful daughter 

listening to the Lily and the Cloud. The 

Clod is an infant wrapped in a lily-leaf. 

The effect of the whole poem and design 

together is as of an “ angel’s reverie.” 

The “ Marriage of Heaven and Hell” 
is considered one of the most curious and 
original of his works. After an opening 
* Argument” comes a series of ++ Prov- 
erbs of Ifell”’ which, however, answer 
very well for earth: as, “A fool sees not 
the same tree that a wise man sees” ; 
“He whose face gives no light shall nev- 
er become a star”; “The apple -tree 
never asks the beech how he shall grow, 
nor the lion the horse how he shall take 
his prey.” The remainder of the book 
consists of ‘* Memorable Fancies,” half 
dream, half allegory, sublime and gro- 
tesque inextricably commingling, but all 
ornamented with designs most daring and 
imaginative in conception, and steeped 
in the richest color. We subjoin a de- 
scription of one or two, as a curiosity. 
‘“ A strip of azure sky surmounts, and of 
land divides, the words of the title-page, 
leaving on each side scant and baleful 
trees, little else than stem and spray. 
Drawn on a tiny scale lies a corpse, and 
one bends over it. Flames burst forth 
below and slant upward across the page, 
gorgeous with every hue. In their very 
core, two spirits rush together and em- 
brace.” In the seventh design is “a 
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little island of the sea, where an infant 
springs to its mother’s bosom. From the 
birth-cleft ground a spirit has half emerg- 
ed. Below, with outstretched arms and 
hoary beard, an awful, ancient man rush- 
es at you, as it were, out of the page.” 
The eleventh is “a surging of mingled 
fire, water, and blood, wherein roll the 
volumes of a huge, double -fanged ser- 
pent, his crest erect, his jaws wide open.” 
* The ever - fluctuating color, the spec- 
tral pigmies rolling, flying, leaping among 
the letters, the ripe bloom of quiet cor- 
ners, the living light and bursts of flame, 
the spires and tongues of fire vibrating 
with the full prism, make the page seem 
to move and quiver within its boundaries, 
and you lay the book down tenderly, as 
if you had been handling something sen- 
tient.” 

We have not space to give a descrip- 
tion, scarcely even a catalogue, of Blake’s 
numerous works. Wild, fragmentary, gor- 
geous dreams they are, tangled in with 
strange allegoric words and designs, that 
throb with their prisoned vitality. The 
energy, the might, the intensity of his 
lines and figures it is impossible for words 
toconvey. It is power in the fiercest, most 
eaver action, —fire and passion, the mad- 
ness and the stupor of despair, the frenzy 
of desire, the lurid depths of woe, that 
thrill and rivet you even in the compara- 
tively lifeless rendering of this book. The 
mere titles of the poems give but a slight 
clue to their character. Ideas are up- 
heaved in a tossing surge of words. It 
is a mystic, but lovely Utopia, into which 
“The Gates of Paradise” open. The 
practical name of “ America” very faint- 
ly foreshadows the Ossianic Titans that 
glide across its pages, or the tricksy 
phantoms, the headlong spectres, the 
tongues of flame, the folds and fangs of 
symbolic serpents, that writhe and leap 
and dart and riot there. With a poem 
named “ Europe,” we should scarcely ex- 
pect for a frontispicce the Ancient of 
Days, in unapproached grandeur, setting 
his * compass upon the face of the Earth,” 
—a vision revealed to the designer at the 
top of his own staircase. 
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Small favor and small notice these 
works secured from the public, which 
found more edification in the drunken 
courtship and brutal squabbles of ‘the 
First Gentleman of Europe” than in 
Sones of Innocence or Sculptures for 
Eternity. The poet’s own friends con- 
stituted his public, and patronized him to 
the extent of their power. The volume of 
Songs he sold for thirty shillings and two 
guineas. Afterwards, with the delicate 
and loving design of helping the artist, 
who would receive help in no other way, 
five and even ten guineas were paid, for 
which sum he could hardly do enough, 
finishing off each picture like a minia- 
ture. One solitary patron he had, Mr. 
Thomas Butts, who, buying his pictures 
for thirty years, and turning his own 
house into “a perfect Blake Gallery, 
often supplied the painter with his sole 
means of subsistence.’ May he have 
his reward! Most pathetic is an anec- 
dote related by Mr. H. C. Robinson, who 
found himself one morning sole visitor at 
an Exhibition which Blake had opened, 
on his own account, at his brother James’s 
house. In view of the fact that he had 
bought four copies of the Descriptive 
Catalogue, Mr. Robinson inquired of 
James, the custodian, if he might not 
come again free. “ Oh, yes! free as long 
as you live |” was the reply of the humble 
hosier, overjoyed at having so munifi- 
cent a visitor, or a visitor at all. 

We have a sense of incongruity in see- 
ing this defiant, but sincere pencil em- 
ployed by publishers to illustrate the tur- 
gid sorrow of Young’s “ Night Thoughts.” 
The work was to have been issued in 
parts, but got no farther than the first. 
(1t would have been no great calamity, 
if the poem itself had come to the same 
premature end!) The sonorous mourner 
could hardly have recognized himself in 
the impersonations in which he was pre- 
sented, nor his progeny in the concrete 
objects to which they were reduced. The 
well-known couplet, 


“°T is greatly wise to talk with our past hours 
And ask them what report they 've borne to 
heaven,” 
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is represented by hours ‘ drawn as aérial 
and shadowy beings,” some of whom are 
bringing their scrolls to the inquirer, 
and others are carrying their records to 
heaven. 


“ Oft burst my song beyond the bounds of life” 


has a lovely figure, holding a lyre, and 
springing into the air, but confined by a 
chain to the earth. Death puts off his 
skeleton, and appears as a solemn, draped 
figure; but in many cases the clerical 
poet is “taken at his word,” with a lit- 
eralness more startling than dignified. 

Introduced by Flaxman to Hayley, 
friend and biographer of Cowper, favor- 
ably known to his contemporaries, though 
now wellnigh forgotten, Blake was invit- 
ed to Felpham, and began there a new 
life. It is pleasant to look back upon 
this period. Hayley, the kindly, gener- 
ous, vain, imprudent, impulsive country 
squire, not at all excepting himself in his 
love for mankind, pouring forth sonnets 
on the slightest provocation, — indeed, so 
given oyer to the vice of verse, that 

“he searce could ope 

His mouth but out there flew a trope,” — 
floating with the utmost self-complacence 
down the smooth current of his time ; and 
Blake, sensitive, unique, protestant, im- 
practicable, aggressive: it was a rare 
freak of Fate that brought about such 
companionship ; yet so true courtesy was 
there that for four years they lived and 
wrought harmoniously together, — Hayley 
pouring out his harmless wish-wash, and 
Blake touching it with his fiery gleam. 
Their joint efforts were hardly more pe- 
cuniarily productive than Blake’s single- 
handed struggles ; but his life there had 
other and better fruits. In the little cot- 
tage overlooking the sea, fanned by the 
pure breeze, and smiled upon by sun- 
shine of the hills, he tasted rare spiritual 
joy. Throwing off mortal incumbrance, 
—never, indeed, an overweight to him, — 
he revelled in his clairvoyance. The 
lights that shimmered across the sea shone 
from other worlds. The purple of the 
gathering darkness was the curtain of 
God’s tabernacle. Gray shadows of the 
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gloaming assumed mortal shapes, and he 
talked with Moses and the prophets, and 
the old heroes of song. The Ladder of 
Heaven was firmly fixed by his garden- 
gate, and the angels ascended and de- 
scended. A letter written to Flaxman, 
soon after his arrival at Felpham, is so 
characteristic that we cannot refrain from 
transcribing it : — 


“ Dear Scurrtor or Erernitry,— 
We are safe arrived at our cottage, which 
is more beautiful than I thought it, and 
more convenient. It is a perfect model 
for cottages, and, I think, for palaces of 
magnificence, — only enlarging, not al- 
tering, its proportions, and adding orna- 
ments, and not principles. Nothing can 
be more grand than its simplicity and 
usefulness. Simple, without intricacy, it 
seems to be the spontaneous expression 
of humanity, congenial to the wants of 
man. No other formed house can ever 
please me so well, nor shall I ever be 
persuaded, I believe, that it can be im- 
proved, either in beauty or use. 

“ Mr. Hayley received us with his usu- 
al brotherly affection. I have begun to 
work. Felpham is a sweet place for 
study, because it is more spiritual than 
London. Heaven opens here on all sides 
her golden gates; her windows are not 
obstructed by vapors ; voices of celestial 
inhabitants ave more distinctly heard, and 
their forms more distinctly seen; and my 
cottage is also a shadow of their houses. 
My wife and sister are both well, court- 
ing Neptune for an embrace. 

“ Our journey was very pleasant; and 
though we had a great deal of luggage, 
no grumbling. Ali was cheerfulness and 
good-humor on the road, and yet we could 
not arrive at our cottage before half-past 
eleven at night, owing to the necessary 
shifting of our luggage from one chaise to 
another ; for we had seven different chais- 
es, and as many different drivers. We 
set out between six and seven in the 
morning of Thursday, with sixteen heavy 
boxes and portfolios full of prints. 

“ And now begins a new life, because 
another covering of earth is shaken off. 
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IT am more famed in heaven for my 
works than I could well conceive. In 
my brain are studies and chambers filled 
with books and pictures of old, which I 
wrote and painted in ages of Eternity, 
before my mortal life, and those works 
are the delight and study of archangels. 
Why, then, should I be anxious about 
the riches or fame of mortality ? The 
Lord our Father will do for us and with 
us according to his Divine will, for our 
good. 

“You, O dear Flaxman, are a sublime 
archangel, —my friend and companion 
from Eternity. In the Divine bosom is 
our dwelling-place. I look back into 
the regions of reminiscence, and behold 
our ancient days, before this earth ap- 
peared in its vegetated mortality to my 
mortal vegetated eyes. I see our houses 
of eternity, which can never be separat- 
ed, though our mortal vehicles should 
stand at the remotest corners of heaven 
from each other. 

“ Farewell, my best friend! Remem- 
ber me and my wife in love and friend- 
ship to our dear Mrs. Flaxman, whom 
we ardently desire to entertain beneath 
our thatched roof of rusted gold. And 
believe me forever to remain your grate- 
ful and affectionate 

“ WiILtiAM BLAKE.” 


Other associations than spiritual ones 
mingle with the Felpham sojourn. A 
drunken soldier one day broke into his 
garden, and, being great of stature, de- 
spised the fewer inches of the owner. 
But between spirits of earth and spirits 
of the skies there is but one issue to the 
conflict, and Blake “ laid hold of the in- 
trusive blackguard, and turned him out 
neck and crop, in a kind of inspired fren- 
zy.” The astonished ruffian made good 
his retreat, but in revenge reported sun- 
dry words that exasperation had struck 
from his conqueror. The result was a 
trial for high treason at the next Quarter 
Sessions. Friends gathered about him, 
testifying to his previous character ; nor 
was Blake himself at all dismayed. When 
the soldiers trumped up their false char- 
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ges in court, he did not scruple to ery 
out, “ False!” with characteristic and 
convincing vehemence. Had this trial 
occurred at the present day, it would 
hardly be necessary to say that he was 
triumphantly acquitted. But fifty years 
ago such a matter wore a graver aspect. 
In his early life he had been an advocate 
of the French Revolution, an associate 
of Price, Priestley, Godwin, and Tom 
Paine, a wearer of white cockade and 
bonnet rouge. Ile had even been instru- 
mental in saving Tom Paine’s life, by 
hurrying him to France, when the Gov- 
ernment was on his track; but all this 
was happily unknown to the Chichester 
lawyers, and Blake, more fortunate than 
some of his contemporaries, escaped the 
gallows. 

The disturbance caused by this unto- 
ward incident, the repeated failures of 
literary attempts, the completion of Cow- 
per’s Life, which had been the main ob- 
ject of his coming, joined, doubtless, to a 
surfeit of Hayley, induced a return to 
London. He feared, too, that his imagi- 
native faculty was failing. ‘ The visions 
were angry with me at Felpham,” he 
used afterwards to say. We regret to 
see, also, that he seems not always to 
have been in the kindest of moods to- 
wards his patron. Indeed, it was a weak- 
ness of his to fall out occasionally with 
his best friends ; but when a man is wait- 
ed upon by angels and ministers of grace, 
it is not surprising that he should some- 
times be impatient with mere mortals. 
Nor is it difficult to imagine that the 
bland and trivial Hayley, perpeiually 
kind, patronizing, and obvious, should, 
without any definite provocation, become 
presently insufferable to such a man as 
Blake. 

Returned to London, he resumed the 
production of his oracular works, —‘* pro- 
phetic books,” he called them. These he 
illustrated with his own peculiar and beau- 
tiful designs, ‘all sanded over with asort 
of golden mist.” Among much that is in- 
coherent and incomprehensible may be 
found passages of great force, tender- 
ness, and beauty. The concluding verses 
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as shadowing forth his great moral pur- 
pose, and as revealing also the luminous 


heart of the cloud that so often turns to 
us only its gray and obscure exterior : — 


“ And did those feet in ancient time 
Walk upon England's mountain green ? 
And was the holy Lamb of God 
On England’s pleasant pastures seen ? 


“ And did the countenance Divine 
Shine forth upon our clouded hills? 
And was Jerusalem builded here 
Among these dark, Satanic hills? 


“Bring me my bow of burning gold! 
Bring me my arrows of desire! 
Bring me my spear! O clouds, unfold! 
Bring me my chariot of fire! 


“JT will not cease from mental fight, 
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand, 
Till we have built Jerusalem 
In England’s green and pleasant land.”’ 


The same lofty aim is elsewhere ex- 
pressed in the line, — | 
“T touch the heavens as an instrument to 

glorify the Lord!” 

Our rapidly diminishing space warns 
us to be brief, and we can only glance 
at a few of the remaining incidents of 
this outwardly calm, yet inwardly event- 
ful life. In an evil hour—though to it we 
owe the ‘Illustrations to Blair’s Grave ” 
—he fell into the hands of Cromek, the 
shrewd Yorkshire publisher, and was ten- 
derly entreated, as a dove in the talons 
of a kite. The famous letter of Cromek 
to Blake is one of the finest examples on 
record of long-headed worldliness bear- 
ing down upon wrong-headed genius. 
Though clutching the palm in this case, 
and in some others, it is satisfactory to 
know that Cromek’s clever turns led to 
no other end than poverty; and nothing 
worse than poverty had Blake, with all 
his simplicity, to encounter. But Blake, 
in his poverty, had meat to eat which the 
wily publisher knew not of 

In the wake of this failure followed an- 
other. Blake had been engaged to make 
twenty drawings to illustrate Ambrose 
Philips’s ‘¢ Virgil’s Pastorals ” for school- 


boys. The publishers saw them, and 
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stood aghast, declaring he must do no 
more. The engravers received them 
with derision, and pronounced sentence, 
“ This will never do.” Encouraged, how- 
ever, by the favorable opinion of a few 
artists who saw them, the publishers ad- 
mitted, with an apology, the seventeen 
which had already been executed, and 
gave the remaining three into more do- 
cile hands. Of the two hundred and 
thirty cuts, the namby-pambyism, which 
was thought to be the only thing adapt- 
ed to the capacity of children, has sunk 
to the level of its worthlessness, and the 
book now is valued only for Blake’s small 
contribution. 

Of an entirely different nature were 
the “ Inventions from the Book of Job,” 
which are pronounced the most remark- 
able series of etchings on a Scriptural 
theme that have been produced since 
the days of Rembrandt and Albrecht 
Diirer. Of these drawings we have 
copies in the second volume of the 
“ Life,” from which one can gather some- 
thing of their grandeur, their bold origi- 
nality, their inexhaustible and often ter- 
rible power. ITis representations of God 
the Father will hardly accord with mod- 
ern taste, which generally eschews all 
attempt to embody the mind’s concep- 
tions of the Supreme Being; but Blake 
was far more closely allied to the ancient 
than to the modern world. His portrai- 
ture and poetry often remind us of the 
childlike familiarity — not rude in him, 
but utterly reverent — which was fre- 
quently, and sometimes offensively, dis- 
played in the old miracle and moral 
plays. 

These drawings, during the latter part 
of his life, secured him from actual want. 
A generous friend, Mr. Linnell, himself a 
struggling young artist, gave him a com- 
mission, and paid him a small weekly sti- 
pend: it was sufficient to keep the wolf 
from the door, and that was enough: so 
the wolf was kept away, his lintel was 
uncrossed ’gainst angels. It was little 
to this piper that the public had no ear 
for his piping, — to this painter, that there 
was no eye for his pictures. 
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“ His soul was like a star, and dwelt apart.’ 
He had but to withdraw to his inner 
chamber, and all honor and recognition 
awaited him. The pangs of poverty or 
coldness he never experienced, for his 
life was on a higher plane : — 

“T am in God's presence night and day, 

He never turns his face away.’ 

When a little girl of extraordinary 
beauty was brought to him, his kindest 
wish, as he stood stroking her long ring- 
lets, was, “ May God make this world to 
you, my child, as beautiful as it has been 
tome!” His own testimony declares,— 
“ The angel who presided at my birth 

Said, — ‘ Little creature, formed of joy and 

mirth, 

Go, love without the help of anything on 

earth!’ 

But much help from above came to him. 
The living lines that sprung beneath his 
pencil were but reminiscences of his spir- 
itual home. Immortal visitants, unseen 
by common eyes, hung enraptured over 
his sketches, lent a loving ear to his songs, 
and left with him their legacy to Earth. 
There was no looking back mournfully 
on the past, nor forward impatiently to 
the future, but a rapturous, radiant, eter- 
nal now. Every morning came heavy- 
freighted with its own delights; every 
evening brought its own exceeding great 
reward. 

So, refusing to the last to work in tra- 
ces, — flying out against Reynolds, the 
bland and popular President of the Roy- 
al Academy, yet acknowledging with en- 
thusiasm what he deemed to be excel- 
lence, — loving Fuseli with a steadfast 
love through all neglect, and hurling his 
indignation at a public that refused to see 
his worth, — flouting at Bacon, the great 
philosopher, and fighting for Barry, the 
restorer of the antique, he resolutely pur- 
sued his appointed way unmoved. But 
the day was fast drawing on into dark- 
ness. The firm will never quailed, but 
the sturdy feet faltered. Yet, as the 
sun went down, soft lights overspread 
the heavens. Young men came to him 
with fresh hearts, and drew out all the 
freshness of his own. Little children 


446 


learned to watch for his footsteps over the 
Hampstead hills, and sat on his knee, sun- 
ning him with their caresses. Men who 
towered above their time, reverencing 
the god within, and bowing not down to 
the demon a@ la mode, gathered around 
him, listened to his words, and did obei- 
sance to his genius. They never teased 
him with unsympathetic questioning, or 
enraged him with blunt contradiction. 
They received his visions simply, and 
discussed them rationally, deeming them 
worthy of study rather than of ridicule 
or vulgar incredulity. To their requests 
the spirits were docile. Sitting by his 
side at midnight, they watched while he 
summoned from unknown realms long- 
vanished shades. William Wallace arose 
from his “ gory bed,” Edward I. turned 
back from the lilies of France, and, for- 
getting their ancient hate, stood before 
him with placid dignity. The man who 
built the Pyramids lifted his ungainly 
features from the ingulfing centuries ; 
souls of blood-thirsty men, duly forced 
into the shape of fleas, lent their hideous- 
ness to his night; and the Evil One him- 
self did not disdain to sit for his portrait 
to this undismayed magician. That these 
are actual portraits of concrete objects is 
not to be affirmed. That they are por- 
traits of what Blake saw is as little to be 
denied. We are assured that his whole 
manner was that of a man copying, and 
not inventing, and the simplicity and sin- 
cerity of his life forbid any thought of 
intentional deceit. No criticism affected 
him. Nothing could shake his faith. “ It 
must be right: I saw it so,” was the be- 
ginning and end of his defence. The 
testimony of these friends of his is that 
he was of all artists most spiritual, devot- 
ed, and single-minded. One of them 
says, if asked to point out among the in- 
tellectual a happy man, he should at once 
think of Blake. One, a young artist, 
finding his invention flag for a whole fort- 
night, had recourse to Blake. 

“Tt is just so with us,” he exclaimed, 
turning to his wife, ‘is it not, for weeks 
together, when the visions forsake us ? 
What do we do then, Kate ?” 


Pictor Ignotus. 


[April, 


“We kneel down and pray, Mr. Blake.” 

To these choice spirits, these enthusias- 
tie and confiding friends, his house was 
the House of the Interpreter. The lit- 
tle back-room, kitchen, bedroom, studio, 
and parlor in one, plain and neat, had 
for them a kind of enchantment. That 
royal presence lighted up the ‘hole ” in- 
to a palace. The very walls widened 
with the greatness of his soul. The win- 
dows that opened on the muddy Thames 
seemed to overlook the river of the wa- 
ter of life. Among the scant furnishings, 
his high thoughts, set in noble words, 
gleamed like apples of gold in pictures 
of silver. Over the gulf that yawns be- 
tween two worlds he flung a glorious 
arch, and walked tranquilly back and 
forth. Heaven was as much a matter- 
of-fact to him as earth. Of sacred things 
he spoke with a familiarity which, to those 
who did not understand him, seemed ei- 
ther madness or blasphemy; but his 
friends never misunderstood. With one 
exception, none who knew him person- 
ally ever thought of calling his sanity in 
question. To them he was a sweet, gen- 
tle, lovable man. They felt the truth 
of his life. They saw that 


“Only that fine madness still he did retain 
Which rightly should possess a poet's brain.” 


Imagination was to him the great reality. 
The external, that which makes the chief 
consciousness of most men, was to him 
only staging, an incumbrance, and un- 
couth, but to be endured and made the 
most of. The world of the imagination 
was the true world. Imagination bodied 
forth the forms of things unknown in a 
deeper sense, perhaps, than the great 
dramatist meant. His poet’s pen, his 
painter’s pencil turned them to shapes, 
and gave to airy nothings a local habita- 
tion and aname. Nay, he denied that, 
they were nothings. He rather asserted 
the actual existence of his visions, —an 
existence as real, though not of the same 
nature, as those of the bed or the table. 
Imagination was a kind of sixth sense, and 
its objects were as real as the objects of 
the other senses. This sense he believed 
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to exist, though latent, in every one, and 
to be susceptible of development by cul- 
tivation. This is surely a very different 
thing from madness. Neither is it the low 
superstition of ghosts. He recounted no 
miracle, nothing supernatural. It was on- 
ly that by strenuous effort and untiring 
devotion he had penetrated beyond the 
rank and file — but not beyond the pos- 
sibilities of the rank and file —into the 
unseen world. Undoubtedly this power 
finally assumed undue proportions. In 
his isolation it led him on too unresist- 
ingly. His generation knew him not. 
It neglected where it should have train- 
ed, and stared where it should have stud- 
ied. He was not wily enough to conceal 
or gloss over his views. Often silent with 
congenial companions, he would thrust 
in with boisterous assertion in the com- 
pany of captious opponents. Set upon 
by the unfriendly and the conventional, 
he wilfully hurled out his wild utterances, 
exaggerating everything, scorning all ex- 
planation or modification, goading pecu- 
liarities into reckless extravagance, on 
purpose to puzzle and startle, and so 
avenging himself by playing off upon 
those who attempted to play off upon 
him. To the gentle, the reverent, the 
receptive, the simple, he, too, was gentle 
and reverent. : 

Nearest and dearest of all, the “ belov- 
ed Kate” held him in highest honor. The 
ripples that disturbed the smooth flow of 
their early life had died away and left an 
unruffled current. To the childless wife, 
he was child, husband, and lover. No 
sphere so lofty, but he could come quick- 
ly down to perform the lowliest duties. 
The empty platter, silently placed on the 
dinner-table, was the signal for his descent 
from Parnassus to the money - earning 
graver. No angel-faces kept him from 
lighting the morning fire and setting on 


the breakfast-kettle before his Kitty 
awoke. Their life became one. Her 
very spirit passed into his. By day and 
by night her love surrounded him. In 
his moments of fierce inspiration, when 
he would arise from his bed to sketch or 
write the thoughts that tore his brain, she, 
too, arose and sat by his side, silent, mo- 
tionless, soothing him only by the tender- 
ness of her presence. Years and wintry 
fortunes made havoc of her beauty, but 
love renewed it day by day for the eyes 
of her lover, and their hands only met 
in firmer clasp as they neared the Dark 
River. 

It was reached at last. No violent 
steep, but a gentle and gracious slope 
led to the cold waters that had no bit- 
terness for him. Shining already in the 
glory of the celestial city, his eyes rested 
upon the dear form that had stood by his 
side through all these years, and with 
waning strength he cried, ‘‘ Stay! Keep 
as you are! You have been ever an an- 
gel to me: I will draw you.” And, sum- 
moning his forces, he sketched his last 
portrait of the fond and faithful wife. 
Then, comforting her with the shortness 
of their separation, assuring her that he 
should always be about her to take care 
of her, he set his face steadfastly towards 
the Beautiful Gate. So joyful was his 
passage, so triumphant his march, that 
the very sight was to them that could be- 
hold it as if heaven itself were come down 
to meet him. Even the sorrowing wife 
could but listen enraptured to the sweet 
songs he chanted to his Maker’s praise ; 
but, ‘‘ They are not mine, my beloved !” 
he tenderly cried; ‘“No/ they are not 
mine!” The strain he heard was of a high- 
er mood; and continually sounding as 
he went, with melodious noise, in notes 
on high, he entered in through the gates 
into the City. 
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THE FIRST VISIT TO WASHINGTON. 


One chill morning in the autumn of 
1826, in the town of Keene, New Hamp- 
shire, lights might have been seen at an 
unusually early hour in the windows of 
a yellow one-story-and-a-half house, that 
stood—and still stands; perhaps—on the 
corner of the main street and the Swan- 
zey road. 

There was living in that house a blind 
widow, the mother of a large family of 
children, now mostly scattered ; and the 
occasion of the unseasonable lights was 
the departure from home of a son yet 
left to her, upon a long and uncertain 
adventure. 

He was a young man, eighteen years 
old, just ont of college. Graduating at 
Dartmouth, he had brought away from 
that institution something better than 
book-learning,—a deep religious experi- 
ence, which was to be his support through 
trials now quickly to come, and through 
a subsequent prosperity more dangerous 
to the soul than trials. He had been bred 
a farmer’s boy. He was poor, and had 
his living to get. And he was now go- 
ing out into the world, he scarcely knew 
whither, to see what prizes were to be 
won. In person he was tall, slender, 
slightly bent; shy and diffident in his 
manners ; in his appearance a little green 
and awkward. He had an impediment 
in his speech also. His name —it is an 
odd one, but you may perhaps have heard 
it — was Salmon. 

He had been up long before day, mak- 
ing preparations for the journey. His 
mother was up also, busily assisting him, 
though blind,—her intelligent hands pla- 
cing together the linen that was to re- 
mind him affectingly of her, when un- 
packed in a distant city. 

A singular hush was upon the little 
household, though all were so active. 
The sisters moved about noiselessly by 
eandle -light, their pale cheeks and con- 
strained lips betraying the repressed emo- 
tion. The early breakfast was eaten in 


silence, — anxious eyes looking up now 
and then at the clock. It was only when 
the hour for the starting of the stage 
struck that all seemed suddenly to re- 
member that there were a thousand things 
to be said; and so the last moments were 
crowded with last words. 

“Your blessing, mother!” said Sal- 
mon, (for we shall call the youth by the 
youth’s name,) bending before her with 
his heart chokingly full. 

She rose up from her chair. Her right 
hand held his; the other was laid lovingly 
over his neck. Her blind eyes were turn- 
ed upward prayerfully, and tears stream- 
ed from them as she spoke and blessed 
him. Then a last embrace; and he hur- 
ried forth from the house, his cheeks still 
wet, —not with his own tears. 

The stage took him up. He climbed 
to the driver’s seat. Then again the dull 
elank of the lumbering coach-wheels was 
heard, —a heavy sound to the mother’s 
ears. In the dim, still light of the frosty 
morning he turned and waved back his 
farewell to her who could not see, took 
his last look at the faces at the door, 
and so departed from that home forever. 
The past was left behind him, with all 
its dear associations; and before him rose 
the future, chill, uncertain, yet not with- 
out gleams of rosy brightness, like the 
dawn then breaking upon Monadnock’s 
misty head. 

Thus went forth the young man into 
the world, seeking his fortune. Conscious 
of power, courageous, shrinking from no 
hardship, palpitating with young dreams, 
he felt that he had his place off yon- 
der somewhere, beneath that brighten- 
ing sky, beyond those purple hills, — but 
where ? 


In due time he arrived in New York ; 
but something within assured him that 
here was not the field of his fortunes. 
So he went on to Philadelphia. There 
he made a longer stop. He had a letter 
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of introduction to the Rev. Mr. ; 
who received him with hospitality, and 
used his influence to assist him in gain- 
ing a position. But the door of Provi- 
dence did not open yet: Philadelphia was 
not that door: his path led farther. 

So he kept on, still drawn by that 
magnet which we call Destiny. He went 
to Frederick: still the invisible finger 
pointed on. At last there was but one 
more step. He secured a seat in the 
stage going down the Frederick road to 
Washington. 

Years after he was to approach the 
capital of the nation with far different 
prospects! But this was his first visit. 
It was at the close of a bleak day, late 
in November, that he came in sight of 
the city. The last tint of daylight was 
fading from a sullen sky. The dreary 
twilight was setting in. Cold blew the 
wind from over the Maryland hills. The 
trees were leafless; they shook and whis- 
tled in the blast. Gloom was shutting 
down upon the capital. The city wore 
a dismal and forbidding aspect ; and the 
whole landscape was desolate and dis- 
couraging in the extreme. Here was 
mud, in which the stage-coach Jurch- 
ed and rolled as it descended the hills. 
Yonder was the watery spread of the 
Potomac, gray, cold, dimly seen under 
the shadow of coming night. Between 
this mud and that water what was there 
for him? Yet here was his destination. 

Years after there dwelt in Washington 
a man high in position, wielding a power 
that was felt not only throughout this na- 
tion, but in Europe also, —his hand dis- 
pensing benefits, his door thronged by 
troops of friends. But now it was a city 
of strangers he was entering, a youth. Of 
all the dwellers there he knew not a liv- 
ing soul. There was no one to dispense 
favors to him, — to receive him with cheer- 
ful look and cordial grasp of the hand. 
A heavy foreboding settled upon his spir- 
it, as the darkness settled upon the hills. 
Here he was, alone and unknown, — a 
bashful boy as yet, utterly wanting in 
that ready audacity by means of which 
persons of extreme shallowness often push 
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themselves into notice. Well might he 
foresee days of gloom, long days of wait- 
ing and struggle, stretching like the land- 
scape before him ! 

But he was not disheartened. From 
the depths of his spirit arose a hope, like 
a bubble from a deep spring. That 
spring was FAITH. There, in that dull, 
bleak November twilight, he seemed to 
feel the hand of Providence take hold of 
his. And a prayer rose to his lips,—a 
prayer of earnest supplication for guid- 
ance and support. Was that prayer an- 
swered ? 

The stage rumbled through the naked 
suburbs and along the unlighted streets. 

“Where do you stop?” asked the 
driver. 

«‘ Set me down at a boarding-house, if 
you know of a good one.” For Salmon 
could not afford to go to a hotel. 

« What sort of a boarding-house? I 
know of a good many. Some ’s right 
smart, — ’ristocratic, and ’ristocratic pri- 
ces. Then there ’s some good enough in 
every way, only not quite so smart, — and 
with this advantage, you don’t have the 
smartness to pay for.” 

«| prefer to go to a good house, where 
there are nice people, without too much 
smartness to be put into the bill.” 

“T know jest the kind of place, I reck- 
on!” —and the driver whipped up his 
jaded horses. 

He drew up before a respectable-look- 
ing wooden tenement on Pennsylvania 
Avenue, the windows of which, just light- 
ed up, looked warm and inviting to the 
chilled and weary traveller. 

“ Good evening, Mrs. Markham!” said 
the driver to a kindly-looking lady who 
came to the door at his knock. “ Got 
room for a boarder ?” 

“JT don’t know, I’m sure. I’m afraid 
not,” said the lady, loud enough for Sal- 
mon to hear and be distouraged. ‘ There 
’s only half a room unoccupied, —if he 
would be content with that, and if he ’s 
the right sort of person ” 

Here she said something in a whisper 
to the driver, who apparently pointed out 
Salmon to her inspection. 
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But it was too dark for her to decide 
whether he would do to put into the 
room with Williams; so Salmon had to 
get down and show himself. She ex- 
amined him, and he inquired her terms. 
They appeared mutually satisfied. Ac- 
cordingly the driver received directions 
to deposit Salmon’s baggage in the entry ; 
and the hungry and benumbed young 
traveller had the comfort of feeling that 
he had reached a home. 

Grateful at finding a kind woman’s 
face to welcome him,—glad of the op- 
portunity to economize his slender means 
by sharing a room with another person, 
strongly recommended as “ very quiet” 
by Mrs. Markham,—Salmon washed his 
face, combed his hair, and ate his first 
supper in Washington. He has eaten 
better suppers there since, no doubt, — 
but not many, I fancy, that have been 
sweetened by a more devout sense of re- 
lianee upon Providence. 

Williams was a companionable person, 
who had a place in the Treasury Depart- 
ment, and talked freely about the kind 
of work he had to do, and the salary. 

“ Hight hundred a year!” thought Sal- 
mon, deeming that man enviable who 
had constant employment, an assured po- 
sition, and eight hundred a year. His 
ambition was to get a living simply, 
—to place his foot upon some certainty, 
however humble, with freedom from this 
present gnawing anxiety, and with a 
prospect of rising, he cared not how 
slowly, to the place which he felt be- 
longed to him in the future. Little did 
he dream what that place was, when he 
questioned Williams so curiously as to 
what sort of thing the Treasury Depart- 
ment might be. 

“Tf I could be sure of half that salary, 
—or even of three, or two hundred, just 
enough to pay my expenses, the first 
year, —I should “be perfectly happy !” 

“ Have n’t you any idea what you are 
going to do?” 

‘None whatever.” 

“What can you do?” 

“For one thing, I can teach. I think 
I shall try that.” 
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“ You ’ll find it a mighty hard place to 
get pupils!” said Williams, with a dubi- 
ous smile. 

Which rather gloomy prediction Sal- 
mon had to think of before going to 
bed. 

But soon another subject, which he 
deemed of far greater importance, occu- 
pied his mind. He had of late been se- 
riously considering whether it was his 
duty to continue his private devotions 
openly, or in seeret,—and had concluded, 
that, when occasion seemed to require it, 
he ought to make an open manifestation 
of his faith. Here now was a test for his 
conscience. His room-mate showed no 
signs of going out again that night: he 
had pulled off his boots, put on his slip- 
pers, and lighted his pipe. Salmon had 
already inferred, from the tone of his 
conversation, that he was not a person 
who could sympathize with him in his 
religious sentiments. Yet he must kneel 
there in his presence, if he knelt at all. 
It was not the fear of ridicule, but a cer- 
tain sensitiveness of spirit, which caused 
him to shrink from the act. He did not 
hesitate long, however. He turned, and 
knelt by his chair. Williams took the 
pipe out of his mouth, and looked at him 
over his shoulder with curious amaze- 
ment. Not a word was spoken. Sal- 
mon, feeling that he had no right to in- 
trude his devotions upon the ear of an- 
other, prayed silently; and Williams, 
compelled to respect the courageous, yet 
quiet manner in which he performed 
what he regarded as a solemn duty, kept 
his astonishment to himself. 

Then Salmon arose, and went to bed 
for that first time in Washington under 
Mrs. Markham’s roof. 


On the twenty-third of December, 
1826, the following advertisement ap- 
peared in the columns of the ‘“ National 
Intelligencer ” : — 


“ SeLrecr CiassicaL SCHOOL. 


“The Subscriber intends opening a 
Select Classical School, in the Western 
part of the City, to commence on the 


SUE 


—————_ 
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second Monday in January. His num- 
ber of pupils will be limited to twenty, 
which will enable him to devote a much 
larger portion of his time and attention 
than ordinary to each individual student. 
Instruction will be given in all the stud- 
ies preparatory to entering College, or, 
if desired, in any of the higher branches 
of a classical education. The subscriber 
pledges himself that no effort shall be 
wanting on his part to promote both the 
moral and intellectual improvement of 
those who may be confided to his care. 
He may be found at his room, three doors 
west of Brown’s Hotel. Reference may 
be made to the Hon. Henry Clay ; Hon. 
D. Chase and Hon. H. Seymour, of the 
Senate ; Hon. I. Bartlett and Hon. Wil- 
liam C. Bradley, of the House of Repre- 
sentatives; Rey. Wm. Hawley and Rev. 
‘E. Allen. 

“ SALMON 

“Dec. 23 — 8td & eotJ8.” 


The “ Tfon. Henry Clay” was then Sec- 
retary of State. The *‘ Hon, D. Chase” 
referred to was Salmon’s uncle Dudley, 
then United States Senator from Ver- 
mont. Congress was now in session, and 
he had arrived in town. He was a man 
of great practical sagacity, and kept a 
true heart beating under an exterior 
which appeared sometimes austere and 
eccentric. He had the year before been 
a second time elected to the Senate ; 
and when he was on his way to Wash- 
ington, Salmon had gone over from Han- 
over to Woodstock to meet him. They 
occupied the same room at the tavern, 
and the uncle had given the nephew 
some very good advice. What he said 
of the human passions was characteristic 
of the man; and it made a strong im- 
pression upon the mind of the youth: — 

“ A man’s passions are given him for 
good, and not evil. They are not to be 
destroyed, but controlled. If they get 
the mastery, they destroy the man; but 
kept in their place, they are sources of 
power and happiness.” 

And he used this illustration, which, 
though the same thing has been said by 
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others, remains, nevertheless, fresh as 
truth itself’: — 

‘“‘'The passions are the winds that fill 
our sails; but the helmsman must be 
faithful, if we would avoid shipwreck, 
and reach the happy port at last.” 

Salmon had remembered well these 
words of his uncle, and the night spent 
with him at the Woodstock inn. Hear- 
ing of his arrival in Washington, he had 
called on him at his boarding - house. 
The Senator received him kindly, listen- 
ed to his plans, approved them, and help- 
ed him to procure the references named 
in the advertisement. 

Day atter day the advertisement ap- 
peared ; and day after day Salmon wait- 
ed for pupils. But his room, “ three 
doors west of Brown’s Hotel,” remain- 
ed unvisited. Sometimes, at first, when 
there came a knock at Mrs. Markham’s 
door, his heart gaye a bound of expec- 
tation; but it was never a knock for 
him. 

So went out the old year, drearily 
enough for Salmon. He had made the ac- 
quaintance of several people ; but friends 
he had none. There was nobody to 
whom he could open his heart, — for he 
was not one of those persons * of so loose 
soul” that they hasten to pour out their 
troubles and appeal for sympathy to the 
first chance-comer. In the mean time the 
advertisement was to be paid for, barren 
of benefit though it had been to him. 
There was also his board-bill to be set- 
tled at the end of each week ; and Salmon 
saw his slender purse grow lank and 
lanker than ever, with no means within 
his reach of replenishing it. 

The new year came; but it brought no 
brightening skies to him. Lonely enough 
those days were! When tired of wait- 
ing in his room, he would go out and 
walk, — always alone. He strolled up 
and down the Potomac, and sometimes 
crossed over to the Virginia shore, and 
climbed the brown, wooded banks there, 
and listened to the clamor of the crows 
in the leafless oak-trees. There was 
something in their wild cawing, in the 
desolateness of the fields, in the rush of 
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the cold river, that suited his mood. It 
was winter in his spirit too, just then. 

Sometimes he visited the halls of Con- 
gress, and saw the great legislators of 
those days. There was something here 
that fed his heart. Wintry as his pros- 
pects were, the sun still shone overhead ; 
his courage never failed him; he never 
gave way to weak repining; and when 
he entered those halls, —when he saw the 
deep fire in the eyes of Webster, and 
heard the superb thunder of his voice, — 
when he listened to the witty and terri- 
ble invectives of Randolph, that ‘meteor 
of Congress,” as Benton calls him, and 
watched the electric effect of the “long 
and skinny forefinger” pointed and shak- 
en, — when charmed by this speaker, or 
convinced by that, or roused to indigna- 
tion by another, — there was kindled a 
sense of power within his own breast, a 
fire prophetic of his future. 

On returning home, he would look on 
his table for communications, or he would 
ask, “Has anybody called for me to- 
day?” But there was never any letter; 
and Mrs. Markham’s gentle response al- 
ways was, ‘‘ No one, Sir.” 

The thirteenth of January passed,—his 
birthday. He was now nineteen. When 
the world is bright before us, birthdays 
are not so unpleasant. But to feel that 
your time is slipping away from you, 
with nothing accomplishing, — to see no 
rainbow of promise in the clouds, — to 
walk the streets of a lonely city, and 
think of home,—these things make a 
birthday sad and solitary. 

At last his money was all gone. The 
prospect was more than dismal, — it was 
appalling. What was he to do? 

Should he borrow of his uncle ? “ Not 
unless it be to keep me from starva- 
tion !” was his proud resolve. 

Should he apply to his mother? The 
remembrance of what she had already 
done for him was as much as his heart 
could bear. Her image, venerable, pa- 
tient, blind, was before him: he recalled 
the sacrifices she had made for his sake, 
postponing her own comfort, and accept- 
ing pain and privation, in order that her 
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boy might have an education; and he 
was filled with remorse at the thought 
that he had never before fully appreci- 
ated all that love and devotion. For so 
it is: seldom, until too late, comes any 
true recognition of such sacrifices. But 
when she who made them is no longer 
with us, — too often, alas, when she has 
passed forever beyond the reach of filial 
gratitude and affection, —we awake at 
once to a realization of her worth and of 
our loss. a 

What Salmon did was to make a con- 
fidant of Mrs. Markham; for he felt that 
she at least ought to know his resources. 

“This is all I have for the present,” 
he said to her one day, when paying his 
week’s bill. “I thought you ought to 
know. Ido not wish to appear a swin- 
dler,’”—with a gloomy smile. 

“You a swindler!” exclaimed the good” 
woman, with glistening eyes. “I would 
trust you as far as I would trust myself. 
Tf you have n’t any money, never mind. 
You shall stay, and pay me when you 
ean. Don’t worry yourself at all. It 
will turn out right, I am sure. You ’ll 
have pupils yet.” 

“T trust so,” said Salmon, touched by 
her kindness. “ At all events, if my life 
is spared, you shall be paid some day. 
Now you know how I am situated; and 
if you choose to keep me longer on an 
uncertainty, I shall be greatly obliged to 
you.” 

His voice shook a little as he spoke. 

* As long as you please,” she replied. 

Just then there was a knock. 

“ Maybe that is for you!” 

And she hastened away, rather to con- 
ceal her emotion, I suspect, than in the 
hope of admitting a patron for her board- 
er. 

She returned in a minute with shining 
countenance. 

* A gentleman and his little boy, to see 
Mr. ! I have shown them into 
the parlor.” 

Salmon was amazed. Could it be true ? 
A pupil at last! He gave a hurried 
glance at himself in the mirror, straight- 
ened his shirt-collar, eave his hair a touch, 
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and descended, with beating heart, tomeet 
his visitor. 

He was dignified enough, however, on 
entering the parlor, and so cool you 
would never have suspected that he al- 
most felt his fate depending upon this 
gentleman’s business. 

Ile was a Frenchman, — polite, affa- 
ble, and of a manner so gracious, you 
would have said he had come to beg a 
favor, rather than to grant one. 

“This is Mr. ———? My name is 
Bonfils. This is my little boy. We have 
come to entreat of you the kindness to 
take him into your school.” 

“JT will do so most gladly!” said Sal- 
mon, shaking the boy’s hand. 

* You are very good. We shall be 
greatly indebted to you. When does 
your school commence ? ” 

*« As soon, Sir, as I shall have engaged 
a sufficient number of pupils.” 

“ Ah! you have not a great number, 
then ?” 

“ T have none,” Salmon was obliged to 
confess. 

“None? You surprise me! I have 
seen your advertisement, I hear good 
things said of you, —why, then, no pu- 
pils?” 

“Tam hardly known yet. Allow me to 
count your son here my first, and I have 
no doubt but others will soon come in.” 

“ Assuredly ! Make your compliments 
to Mr. ,my son. I shall interest 
myself. I think I shall send you some 
pupils. In mean time, my son will wait.” 

And with many expressions of good- 
will the cheerful Monsieur Bonfils with- 
drew. 

This was a gleam of hope. The door 
of Providence had opened just a crack. 

It opened no farther, however. No 
more pupils came. Salmon waited. Day 
after day glided by like sand under his 
feet. He could not afford even to ad- 
vertise now. He was getting fearfully 
in debt; and debt is always a nightmare 
to a generous and upright mind. 

“ Any pupils yet?” asked Monsieur 
Bonfils, meeting him, one day, in the 
street. 
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“ Not one!” said Salmon, with gloomy 
emphasis. 

“ Ah, that is unfortunate |” 

He expected nothing less than that 
the Frenchman would add, —“ Then I 
must place my son elsewhere.” But no ; 
he was polite as ever; he was charming. 

“ You should have many before now. 
Thave spoken for you to my friends. But 
patience, my dear Sir. You will sue- 
In mean time we will wait.” 

And with a cordial hand-shake, and a 
Parisian flourish, he smilingly passed on, 
leaving a gleam of sunshine on the young 
man’s path. 

Now Salmon was one who would ney- 
er, if he could help it, abandon an un- 
dertaking in which he had once embark- 
ed. But when convinced that persist- 
ence was hopeless, then, however reluc- 
tantly, he would give it up. On the 
present occasion, he was not only spend- 
ing his time and exhausting his energies 
in a pursuit which grew each day more 
and more dubious, but his conscience 
was stung with the thought that he was 
wronging others. Kind as Mrs. Mark- 
ham was to him, he did not like to look 
her in the face and feel that he owed her 
a debt which was always increasing, and 
which he knew not how he should ever 
pay. 

“Why don’t you get a place in the 
Department ?” said Williams, that en- 
viable fellow, who had light duties, sev- 
eral hours each day to himself, and eight 
hundred a year! 

‘“‘ That ’s more easily said than done!” 
And Salmon shook his head. 

“No, it is n’t!’? The fortunate Wil- 
liams sat with his legs upon the table, one 
foot on the other, a pipe in his mouth, 
and a book in his hand, enjoying himself. 
“ You have an uncle in the Senate. Ask 
him to use his influence for you. He can 
get youa place.” And puffing a fragrant 
cloud complacently into the air, he re- 
turned to his pleasant reading. 

Salmon walked the room. He went 
out and walked the street. A sore strug- 
ele was taking place in his breast. Should 
he give up the school ? Should he go and 
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ask this thing of his uncle? Oh, for some- 
body to whom he could go for counsel 
and sympathy ! 

“ Williams is perhaps right. I may 
wait a year, and not get another pupil. 
Meanwhile Iam growing shabby. I need 
a new pair of boots. My washerwoman 
must be paid. Why not get a clerkship 
as a temporary thing, if nothing more ? 
My uncle can get it for me, without any 
trouble to himself. It is not like asking 
him for money.” 

Yet he dreaded to trouble the Senator 
even thus much. Proud and sensitive 
natures do not like to beg favors, any 
way. 

“T ‘Il wait one day longer. Then, if 
not a pupil applies, I ‘Ul go to my un- 
cle.” 

Ile waited twenty-four hours. Nota 
pupil. Then, desperate and discouraged 
at last, Salmon buttoned his coat, and 
walked fast through the streets to his un- 
cle’s boarding-house. 

It was evening. 
home. 

“Well, Salmon?” inquiringly. ‘ How 
do you get on?” 

“Poorly,” said Salmon, sitting down, 
with his hat on his knee. 

“You must have patience, boy!” said 
the Senator, laying down a pamphlet 
open at the page where he was reading 
when his nephew came in. “ Pluck and 
patience, —those are the two oars that 
pull the boat.” 

“T have patience enough, and I don’t 
think I ’m lacking in pluck,” replied Sal- 
mon, coldly. “ But one thing I lack, and 
am likely to lack,—pupils. I’ve only one, 
and I expect every day to lose him.” 

“Well, what can I do for you?” said 
the Senator, perceiving that his nephew 
had come for something. 

“T would like to have you get me a 
place in the Treasury Department.” 

It was a minute before Dudley Chase 
replied. He took up the pamphlet, roll- 
ed it together, then threw it abruptly 
upon the table. 

“‘ Salmon,” said he, ‘listen. I once 
got an appointment for a nephew of mine, 
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and it ruined him. If you want half-a- 
dollar with which to buy a spade, and go 
out and dig for your living, I ‘Il give it 
to you cheerfully. But I will not get you 
a place under Government.” 

Salmon felt a choking sensation in his 
throat. He knew his uncle did not mean 
it for unkindness; but the sentence seem- 
ed hard. He arose, speechless for a mo- 
ment, mechanically brushing his hat. 

“Thank you. I will not trouble you 
for the halfdollar. I shall try to get along 
without the appointment. Good night, 
uncle.” 

“Good night, Salmon.” Dudley ac- 
companied him to the door. He must 
have seen what a blow he had given him. 
“You think me harsh,” he added; ‘“ but 
the time will come when you will see that 
this is the best advice I could give you.” 

“Perhaps,” said Salmon, stiffly ; and 
he walked away, filled with disappoint- 
ment and bitterness. 

“ Well, did he promise it?” asked 
Williams, who sat up awaiting his re- 
turn. 

He had been thinking he would like 
to have Salmon in his own room at the 
Department ; but now, seeing how seri- 
ous he looked, his own countenance fell. 

“What! did n’t he give you any en- 
couragement ?” 

“On the other hand,” said Salmon, 
“he advised me to buy a spade and go 
to digging for my living! And I shall 
do it before I ask again for an appoint- 
ment.” 

Williams was astonished. He thought 
the Senator from Vermont must be in- 
sane. 

But, after the lapse of a few years, per- 
haps he, too, saw that the uncle had giv- 
en his nephew good advice indeed. Wil- 
liams remained a clerk in the Depart- 
ment, and was never anything else. Per- 
haps, if Salmon had got the appointment 
he sought, he would have become a clerk 
like him, and would never have been 
anything else. 

In a little more than twenty years 
Salmon was himself a Senator, and had 
the making of such clerks. And what 
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happened a dozen years later ? This : 
he who had once sought in vain a petty 
appointment was called to administer 
the finances of the nation. Instead of a 
clerk grown gray in the Department, to 
whom the irreverent youngsters might 
be saying to-day, “ , do this,” or, 
RE , do that,” and he doeth it, he 
is himself the supreme ruler there. He 
could never have got that place by pro- 
motion in the Department itself, I men- 
tion this, not to speak slightingly of 
clerkships, — for he who does his duty 
faithfully in any calling, however hum- 
ble, is worthy of honor,— but to show 
that the ways of Providence are not our 
ways, and that often we are disappoint- 
ed for our own good. Had a clerkship 
been what was in store for Salmon, he 
would have obtained it; but since, had 
he got it, he would probably have never 
been ready to give it up, how fortunate 
that he received instead the offer of fifty 
cents wherewith to purchase a spade ! 

It may be, when the new Secretary 
entered upon his duties, Williams was 
there still; for there were men in the 
Treasury who had been there a much 
longer term than from 1826 to 1861. I 
should like to know. I ean fancy him, 
gray now, slightly bald, and rather round- 
shouldered, but cheerful as a cricket, in- 
troducing himself to the chief. 

“My name is Williams. Don’t you 
remember Williams, — boarded at Mrs. 
Markham’s in ’26 and ’27, when you 
did?” 

“ What! David Williams ? 
here yet?” 

“ Yes, your Honor.” (These old clerks 
all say, “* Your Honor,” in addressing the 
Secretary. The younger ones are not so 
respectful.) ‘I was never so lucky as 
to be turned out, and I was never quite 
prepared to leave. You have got in at 
last, I see! But it was necessary for you 
to make a wide circuit first, in order to 
come in at the top!” 

Did such an interview ever take place, 
I wonder ? 

But we are talking of that evening so 
long ago, when Williams seemed the lncky 
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one, and things looked so black to Sak 
mon, after he had asked of his uncle 
bread, and received (as he then thought) 
a stone. 

‘‘ Well, then I don’t know what the 
deuse you will do!” said Williams, knock- 
ing the ashes out of his pipe. 

You would have said that his hopes 
of Salmon were likewise ashes: he had 
entertained himself with them a little 
while ; now they were burnt out; and 
he seemed to knock them out of his pipe, 
too, into the fire. He got up, yawned, 
said he pitied , and went to bed. 
In a little while his breathing denoted 
that he was fast asleep. 

Salmon went to bed, too; but did he 
sleep ? 

Do not think, after all this, that he 
gave way to weak despondency. Some- 
thing within him seemed to say, ‘‘ What 
you haye you must obtain through ear- 
nest struggle and endeavor. It is only 
commonplace people and weaklings who 
find the hinges of life all smoothly oiled. 
Great doors do not open so easily. Be 
brave, be strong, be great.” It was the 
voice of Faith speaking within him. 

The next morning he arose, more a 
man than he had ever felt before. This 
long and severe trial had been necessary 
to develop what was in him. His self- 
reliance, his strength of character, his 
faith in God’s providence, — these were 
tried, and not found wanting. 

Still the veil of the future remained 
impenetrable. Not a gleam of light shone 
through its sable folds. He could only 
watch for its uplifting, and sit still. 

“ A bad beginning makes a good end- 
ing,” said Williams, one evening, to com- 
fort him. 

“ Yes, —and a good beginning some- 
times makes a bad ending. I had a les- 
son on that subject once. When I was 
about eleven years old, I started from 
Keene, with one of my sisters, to go and 
visit another sister, who was married and 
living at Hookset Falls, over on the Mer- 
rimac. It was in winter, and we set out 
in a sleigh with one horse. I was driv- 
er. My idea of sleighing was bells and 
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fast driving ; and I put the poor beast up 
to all he knew. We intended to reach 
a friend’s house, at Peterborough, before 
night; but I found I had used up our 
horse-power before we had made much 
more than half the journey. Then came 
ona violént snow-squall, which obliterat- 
ed the track. It grew dark; we were 
blinded by the storm ; we got into drifts, 
and finally quite lost our way. Not a 
house was in sight, and the horse was 
tired out. The prospect of a night in 
the storm, and only a winding-sheet of 
snow to cover us, made me bitterly re- 
gret the foolish ambition with which I 
had set out. At last my sister, whose 
eyes were better than mine, saw a light. 
We went wallowing through the drifts to- 
wards it, and discovered a house. Here 
we got a boy to guide us; and so at last 
reached our friend’s, in as sad a plight as 
ever two such mortals were in. Since 
which time,” added Salmon, “I have 
rather inclined to the opinion that slow be- 
ginnings, with steady progress, are best.” 

“That ’s first-rate philosophy!” said 
Williams, secretly congratulating himself, 
however, on having made what he con- 
sidered a brisk start in life. 

One day Salmon passed a store where 
some spades were exposed for sale. He 
stopped to look at them. There was a 
strange smile on his face. 

“ Perhaps, after all, digging is my vo- 
vation! Well, it is an honorable one. 
I only wish to know what God would 
have me todo, If to dig, then I will un- 
dertake it cheerfully.” 

However, there was one great objec- 
tion to his lifting a spade. It would first 
have been necessary to apply to his un- 
cle for the once-rejected half-dollar. He 
was determined never to do that. 

He walked home, very thoughtful. He 
could not see how it was possible that 
any good fortune should ever happen to 
him in Washington. The sights of the 
city had become exceedingly distasteful 
to him, associated as they were with his 
hopes deferred and his heart -sickness. 
He reached his door. Mrs. Markham 
met him with beaming countenance. 
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“There is a gentleman waiting for 
you! I reckon it ’s another pupil!” 

His face brightened for an instant. 
But it was clouded again quickly, as he 
reflected, — 

“* Onemore pupil! Very likely! That 
makes two! At this rate, I shall have 
four in the course of a year!” 

Tle was inclined to be sarcastic with 
himself. But he checked the ungrateful 
thoughts at once. 

“ What Providence sends me, that let 
me cheerfully and thankfully accept !” 

Ile entered the parlor. A gentleman- 
ly person, with an air of culture, advan- 
ced to meet him. 

“This is Mr, 7?” sg 

“ That is my name, Sir.” 

“ Mrs. Markham said you would be in 
in a minute ; so I have waited.” 

“You are very kind to do so, Sir. Sit 
down.” 

“JT have seen your advertisement in 
the ‘Intelligencer.’ You still think of 
establishing a school ?” 

“That is my intention.” 

“May I ask if you have been success- 
ful in obtaining pupils ? ” 

“Not very. I have one engaged. I 
would like a dozen more, to begin with.” 

The gentleman took his hat. “ Of 
course he will go, now he knows what 
my prospects are!” But Salmon was 
mistaken. The visitor seemed to have 
taken his hat merely for the sake of hay- 
ing something in his hands, .to occupy 
them. 

“Then perhaps you will be pleased 
to listen to my proposition ? 

“ Certainly, Sir.” 

‘«My name is Plumley. I have estab- 
lished a successful classical school, as you 
may be aware. It isin G Street.” 

“Thave heard of you, Sir.” And Sal- 
mon might have added, “I have envied 
you!” 

“Well, Mrs. Plumley has recently open- 
ed a young ladies’ school, which has suc- 
ceeded beyond all our expectations.” 

“T congratulate you sincerely !” 

“But it is found that the two schools 
are more than we can attend to. I pro- 
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pose to give up one. Now, if you choose 
to take the boys’ school off my hands, 
I will make over my entire interest in it 
to you. Perhaps you may know the char- 
acter the school sustains. We have, as 
pupils, sons of the Honorable Henry Clay, 
William Wirt, Southard, and other emi- 
nent men. The income amounts to some- 
thing like eight hundred a year. You 
can go in next Monday, if you like.” 

Thus suddenly the door, so long myste- 
riously closed, flew open wide, “on gold- 
en hinges turning.” What Salmon saw 
within was heaven. He was dazzled. 
He was almost stunned with happiness. 
His lips quivered, his voice failed hjm as 
he spoke. 

“Mr. Plumley, this is — you are — 
too kind!” 

“You accept ?” 

“Most gratefully !” 

The young man was regaining posses- 
sion of himself. He grasped the other’s 
hand. 

“You do not know what this is to me, 
Sir! You cannot know from what you 
have saved me! Providence has surely 
sent you to me! I cannot thank you 
now; but some day — perhaps — it may 
be in my power to do you a service.” 

He was not the only one happy. Mr. 
Plumley felt the sweetness of doing a 
kind action for one who was truly wor- 
thy and grateful. From that moment 
they were friends. Salmon engaged to 
see him again, and make arrangements 
for entering the school the next Monday ; 
and they parted. 

His benefactor gone, Salmon hastened 
to tell the good news to Mrs. Markham. 
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But he could not remain in the house. 
Ilis joy was too great to be thus confined. 
Again he went out,— but how different 
now the world looked to his eyes! He 
had not observed before that it was such 
a lovely spring day. The sky overhead 
was of heaven’s deepest hue. The pure, 
sweet air was like the elixir of life. The 
hills were wondrously beautiful, all about 
the city; and it seemed, that, whichever 
way he turned, there were birds singing 
in sympathy with his joy. The Potomac, 
stretching away with soft and misty glim- 
mer between its hazy banks, was like the 
river of some exquisite dream. 

It was no selfish happiness he felt. He 
thought of his mother and sisters at home, 
— of all those to whom he was indebted ; 
and in the lightness of his spirit, after its 
heavy burden had been taken away, he 
lifted up his heart in thanksgiving to the 
Giver of all blessings. 

The school, transferred to his charge, 
continued successful; and it opened the 
way to successes of greater magnitude. 
Through all his subsequent career he 
looked back to this as the beginning ; 
and he ever retained for Mr. Plumley 
the feeling we cherish for one whom we 
regard as a Heaven-appointed agent of 
some great benefaction. Were it not for 
trenching upon ground too private and 
personal, we might here complete the ro- 
mance, by relating how the young man’s 
vaguely uttered presentiment, that he 
might some day render him a ‘service, 
was, long afterwards, touchingly realiz- 
ed. But enough. All we promised our- 
selves at the start was a glance at the 
Secretary’s first visit to Washington. 
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HOUSE AND HOME PAPERS. 


BY CHRISTOPHER CROWFIELD. 


IY: 


TaLxkrine@ to you in this way once a 
month, O my confidential reader, there 
seems to be danger, as in all intervals of 
friendship, that we shall not readily be 
able to take up our strain of conversation 
just where we left off. Suffer me, there- 
fore, to remind you that the month past 
left us seated at the fireside, just as we 
had finished reading of what a home was, 
and how to make one. 

The fire had burned low, and great, 
solid hickory coals were winking dream- 
ily at us from out their fluffy coats of 
white ashes, —just as if some household 
sprite there were opening now one eye 
and then the other, and looking in a 
sleepy, comfortable way at us. 

The close of my piece, about the good 
house-mother, had seemed to tell on my 
little audience. Marianne had nestled 
close to her mother, and laid her head 
on her knee; and though Jennie sat up 
straight as a pin, yet her ever-busy knit- 
ting was dropped in her lap, and I saw 
the glint of a tear in her quick, sparkling 
eye, — yes, actually a little bright bead 
feil upon her work ; whereupon she start- 
ed up actively, and declared that the fire 
wanted just one more stick to make a 
blaze before bedtime; and then there 
was such a raking among the coals, such 
an adjusting of the andirons, such vigor- 
ous arrangement of the wood, and such a 
brisk whisking of the hearth-brush, that 
it was evident Jennie had something on 
her mind. 

When all was done, she sat down again 
and looked straight into the blaze, which 
went dancing and crackling up, casting 
glances and flecks of light on our pictures 
and books, and making all the old, famil- 
iar furniture seem full of life and motion. 

“T think that ’s a good piece,” she said, 
decisively. ‘I think those are things that 
should be thought about.” 


Now Jennie was the youngest of our 
flock, and therefore, in a certain way, 
regarded by my wife and me as peren- 
nially “the baby”; and these little, old- 
fashioned, decisive ways of announcing 
her opinions seemed so much a part of 
her nature, so peculiarly “ Jennyish,” as 
I used to say, that my wife and I only 
exchanged amused glances over her head, 
when they occurred. 

In a general way, Jennie, standing in 
the full orb of her feminine instincts like 
Diana in the moon, rather looked down 
on all masculine views of women’s mat- 
ters as “tolerabiles ineptie”; but to- 
wards her papa she had gracious turns 
of being patronizing to the last degree ; 
and one of these turns was evidently at 
its flood-tide, as she proceeded to say, — 

“7 think papa is right, — that keeping 
house and having a home, and all that, is 
a very serious thing, and that people go 
into it with very little thought about it. 
I really think those things papa has been 
saying there ought to be thought about.” 

“Papa,” said Marianne, “I wish you 
would tell me exactly how you would 
spend that money you gave me for house- 
furnishing. I should like just your views.” 

“Precisely,” said Jennie, with eager- 
ness; “because it is just as papa says. 
—a sensible man, who has thought, and 
had experience, can’t help having some 
ideas, even about women’s affairs, that 
are worth attending to. I think so, de- 
cidedly.” 

I acknowledged the compliment for my 
sex and myself with my best bow. 

“ But then, papa,” said Marianne, “I 
can’t help feeling sorry that one can’t live 
in such a way as to have beautiful things 
around one. I’m sorry they must cost 
so much, and take so much care, for I am 
made so that I really want them. I do 
so like to see pretty things! I do like 
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rich carpets and elegant carved furniture, 
and fine china and cut-glass and silver. 
Ican’t bear mean, common-looking rooms. 
I should so like to have my house look beau- 
tiful!” 

“Your house ought not to look mean 
and common, —your house ought to look 
beautiful,” I replied. “It would be a sin 
and a shame to have it otherwise. No 
house ought to be fitted up for a future 
home without a strong and a leading ref- 
erence to beauty in all its arrangements. 
If I were a Greek, I should say that the 
first household libation should be made to 
beauty ; but, being an old-fashioned Chris- 
tian, I would say that he who prepares a 
home with no eye to beauty neglects the 
example of the great Father who has fill- 
ed our earth- home with such elaborate 
ornament.” 

“ But then, papa, there ’s the money !” 
said Jennie, shaking her little head wise- 
ly. “ You men don’t think of that. You 
want us girls, for instance, to be pat- 
terns of economy, but we must always 
be wearing fresh, nice things; you abhor 
soiled gloves and worn shoes; and yet how 
is all this to be done without money ? 
And it’s just so in housekeeping. You 
sit in your arm-chairs and conjure up vis- 
ions of all sorts of impossible things to be 
done; but when mamma there takes out 
that little account-book, and figures away 
on the cost of things, where do the visions 
go ? ” 

“ You are mistaken, my little dear, and 
you talk just like a woman,” — (this was 
my only way of revenging myself, )—* that 
is to say, you jump to conclusions, with- 
out sufficient knowledge. I maintain that 
in house - furnishing, as well as woman- 
furnishing, there ’s nothing so economical 
as beauty.” 

“There ’s one of papa’s paradoxes!” 
said Jennie. 

“Yes,” said I, “ that is my thesis, which 
Ishall nail up over the mantel-piece there, 
as Luther nailed his to the church - door. 
It is time to rake up the fire now; but to- 
morrow night I will give you a paper on 
the Economy of the Beautiful.” 
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“Come, now we are to have papa’s 
paradox,” said Jennie, as soon as the tea- 
things had been carried out. 

Entre nous, I must tell you that insen- 
sibly we had fallen into the habit of tak- 
ing our tea by my study-fire. Tea, you 
know, is a mere nothing in itself, its only 
merit being its social and poetic associa- 
tions, its warmth and fragrance, —and the 
more socially and informally it can be dis- 
pensed, the more in keeping with its airy 
and cheerful nature. 

Our circle was enlightened this even- 
ing by the cheery visage of Bob Stephens, 
seated, as of right, close to Marianne’s 
work-basket. 

“You see, Bob,” said Jennie, “ papa 
has undertaken to prove that the most 
beautiful things are always the cheap- 
est.” 

“I’m glad to hear that,” said Bob, — 
“ for there ’s a carved antique bookcase 
and study-table that Ihave my eye on, 
and if this can in any way be made to 
appear ” —— 

“Oh, it won't be made to appear,” 
said Jennie, settling herself at her knit- 
ting, ‘‘ only in some transcendental, po- 
etic sense, such as papa can always make 
out. Papa is more than half a poet, and 
his truths turn out to be figures of rhet- 
oric, when one comes to apply them to 
matters of fact.” 

** Now, Miss Jennie, please remember 
my subject and thesis,” I replied, —‘ that 
in house-furnishing there is nothing so 
economical as beauty ; and I will make 
it good against all comers, not by figures 
of rhetoric, but by fieures of arithmetic. 
Iam going to be very matter-of-fact and 
commonplace in my details, and keep 
ever in view the addition-table. I will 
instance a case which has occurred un- 
der my own observation.” 


THE ECONOMY OF THE BEAUTIFUL. 


Two of the houses lately built on the 
new land in Boston were bought by two 
friends, Philip and John. Philip had 
plenty of money, and paid the cash down 
for his house, without feeling the slightest 
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vacancy in his pocket. John, who was an 
active, rising young man, just entering on 
a flourishing business, had expended all 
his moderate savings for years in the pur- 
chase of his dwelling, and still had a mort- 
gage remaining, which he hoped to clear 
off by his future successes. Philip begins 
the work of furnishing as people do with 
whom money is abundant, and who have 
simply to go from shop to shop and order 
all that suits their fancy and is consid- 
ered ‘the thing’ in good society. John 
begins to furnish with very little money. 
He has a wife and two little ones, and he 
wisely deems that to insure to them a 
well-built house, in an open, airy situ- 
ation, with conveniences for warming, 
bathing, and healthy living, is a wise be- 
ginning in life; but it leaves him little 
or nothing beyond. 

Behold, then, Philip and his wife, well 
pleased, going the rounds of shops and 
stores in fitting up their new dwelling, 
and let us follow step by step. To be- 
gin with the wall-paper. Imagine a front 
and back parlor, with folding-doors, with 
two south windows on the front, and two 
looking on a back court, after the general 
manner ef city houses. We will suppose 
they require about thirty rolls of wall-pa- 
per. Philip buys the heaviest French vel- 
vet, with gildings and traceries, at four 
dollars a roll. This, by the time it has 
been put on, with gold mouldings, accord- 
ing to the most established taste of the best 
paper-hangers, will bring the wall-paper 
of the two rooms to a figure something like 
two hundred dollars. Now they proceed 
to the carpet-stores, and there are thrown 
at their feet by obsequious clerks velvets 
and Axminsters, with flowery convolu- 
tions and medallion-centres, as if the 
flower-gardens of the tropics were whirl- 
ing in waltzes, with graceful lines of ara- 
besque, — roses, callas, lilies, knotted, 
wreathed, twined, with blue and crim- 
son and golden ribbons, dazzling marvels 
of color and tracery. There is no restraint 
in price, —four or six dollars a yard, it is 
all the same to them,—and soon a magic 
flower-garden blooms on the floors, at a 
cost of five hundred dollars. A pair of 
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elegant rugs, at fifty dollars apiece, com- 
plete the inventory, and bring our rooms 
to the mark of eight hundred dollars for 
papering and carpeting alone. Now come 
the great mantel-mirrors for four hun- 
dred more, and our rooms progress. Then 
comes the upholsterer, and measures our 
four windows, that he may skilfully bar- 
ricade them from air and sunshine. The 
fortifications against heaven, thus prepar- 
ed, cost, in the shape of damask, cord, 
tassels, shades, laces, and cornices, about 
two hundred dollars per window. To be 
sure, they make the rooms close and som- 
bre as the grave; but they are of the 
most splendid stuffs ; and if the sun would 
only reflect, he would see, himself, how 
foolish it was for him to try to force 
himself into a window guarded by his 
betters. If there is anything cheap and 
plebeian, it is sunshine and fresh air ! 
Behold us, then, with our two rooms pa- 
pered, carpeted, and curtained for two 
thousand dollars; and now are to be put 
in them sofas, lounges, étagéres, centre- 
tables, screens, chairs of every pattern 
and device, for which it is but moder- 
ate to allow a thousand more. We have 
now two parlors furnished at an outlay 
of three thousand dollars, without a sin- 
gle picture, a single article of statuary, 
a single object of Art of any kind, and 
without any light to see them by, if they 
were there. We must say for our Bos- 
ton upholsterers and furniture - makers 
that such good taste generally reigns in 
their establishments that rooms furnish- 
ed at hap-hazard from them cannot fail 
of a certain air of good taste, so far as 
the individual things are concerned. But 
the different articles we have supposed, 
having been ordered without reference 
to one another or the rooms, have, when 
brought together, no unity of effect, and 
the general result is scattering and con- 
fused. If asked how Philip’s parlors look, 
your reply is, —“ Oh, the usual way of 
such parlors, — everything that such peo- 
ple usually get, —medallion-carpets, carv- 
ed furniture, great mirrors, bronze man- 
tel-ornaments, and so on.” The only im- 
pression a stranger receives, while wait- 
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ing in the dim twilight of these rooms, is 
that their owner is rich, and able to get 
good, handsome things, such as all other 
rich people get. 

Now our friend John, as often happens 
in America, is moving in the same social 
circle with Philip, visiting the same peo- 
ple,— his house is the twin of the one 
Philip has been furnishing, and how shall 
he, with a few hundred dollars, make his 
rooms even presentable beside those which 
Philip has fitted up elegantly at three 
thousand ? 

Now for the economy of beauty. Our 
friend must make his prayer to the 
Graces, — for, if they cannot save him, 
nobody can. One thing John has to be- 
gin with, that rare gift to man, a wife with 
the magic cestus of Venus, — not around 
her waist, but, if such a thing could be, 
in her finger-ends. All that she touches 
falls at once into harmony and propor- 
tion. Her eye for color and form is in- 
tuitive: let her arrange a garret, with 
nothing but boxes, barrels, and cast-off 
furniture in it, and ten to one she makes 
it seem the most attractive place in the 
house. It is a veritable “gift of good 
faérie,” this tact of beautifying and ar- 
ranging, that some women have, — and, 
on the present occasion, it has a real, ma- 
terial value, that can be estimated in dol- 
lars and cents. Come with us and you 
can see the pair taking their survey of 
the yet unfurnished parlors, as busy and 
happy as a couple of blue-birds picking up 
the first sticks and straws for their nest. 

“ There are two sunny windows to be- 
gin with,” says the good fairy, with an 
appreciative glance. ‘That insures flow- 
ers all winter.” 

“ Yes,” says John; “I never would 
look at a house without a good sunny ex- 
posure. Sunshine is the best ornament 
of a house, and worth an extra thousand 
a year.” 

“Now for our wall-paper,” says she. 
“ Have you looked at wall-papers, John ?” 

“Yes; we shall get very pretty ones 
for thirty-seven cents a roll; all you want 
of a paper, you know, is to make a ground- 
tint to throw out your pictures and other 
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matters, and to reflect a pleasant tone of 
light.” , 

“Well, John, you know Uncle James 
says that a stone-color is the best, — but 
I can’t bear those cold blue grays.” 

“Nor I,” says John. “If we must 
have gray, let it at least be a gray suf- 
fused with gold or rose-color, such as you 
see at evening in the clouds.” 

“So I think,” responds she ; “ but, bet- 
ter, I should like a paper with a tone 
of buff, — something that produces warm 
yellowish reflections, and will almost make 
you think the sun is shining in cold gray 
weather ; and then there is nothing that 
lights up so cheerfully in the evening. In 
short, John, I think the color of a zaffe- 
rano rose will be just about the shade 
we want.” 

“ Well, I can find that, in good Amer- 
ican paper, as I said before, at from 
thirty-seven to forty cents a roll. Then, 
our bordering : there ’s an inyportant ques- 
tion, for that must determine the carpet, 
the chairs, and everything else. Now 
what shall be the ground -tint of our 
rooms ?” 

“There are only two to choose be- 
tween,” says the lady,—“ green and ma- 
roon: which is the best for the picture ?” 

“T think,” says John, looking above 
the mantel-piece, as if he saw a picture 
there,—‘‘ I think a border of maroon vel- 
vet, with maroon furniture, is the best for 
the picture.” 

“JT think so too,” said she; ‘and then 
we will have that lovely maroon and 
crimson carpet that I saw at Lowe’s;—it 
is an ingrain, to be sure, but has a Brus- 
sels pattern, a mossy, mixed figure, of 
different shades of crimson ; it has a good 
warm, strong color, and when I come to 
cover the lounges and our two old arm- 
chairs with maroon rep, it will make such 
a pretty effect.” 

“Yes,” said John; “and then, you 
know, our picture is so bright, it will light 
up the whole. Everything depends on 
the picture.” 

Now as to “the picture,” it has a story 
must be told. John, having been all his 
life a worshipper and adorer of beauty 
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and beautiful things, had never passed to 
or from his business without stopping at 
the print-shop windows, and seeing a lit- 
tle of what was there. 

On one of these occasions he was smit- 
ten to the heart with the beauty of an 
autumn landscape, where the red maples 
and sumachs, the purple and crimson 
oaks, all stood swathed and harmonized 
together in the hazy Indian-summer at- 
mosphere. There was a great yellow 
chestnut-tree, on a distant hill, which 
stood out so naturally that John instinc- 
tively felt his fingers tingling for a basket, 
and his heels alive with a desire to bound 
over on to the rustling hill-side and pick 
up the glossy brown nuts. Everything 
was there of autumn, even to the golden- 
rod and purple asters and scarlet creep- 
ers in the foreground. 

John went in and inquired. It was 
by an unknown French artist, without 
name or patrons, who had just come to 
our shores to study our scenery, and this 
was the first picture he had exposed for 
sale. John had just been paid a quar- 
ter’s salary ; he bethought him of board- 
bill and washerwoman, sighed, and faint- 
ly offered fifty dollars. 

To his surprise he was taken up at 
once, and the picture became his. John 
thought himself dreaming. He examin- 
ed his treasure over and over, and felt 
sure that it was the work of no amateur 
beginner, but of a trained hand and a 
true artist-soul. So he found his way to 
the studio of the stranger, and apologized 
for having got such a gem for so much 
less than its worth. ‘It was all I could 
give, though,” he said; “and one who 
paid four times as much could not value 
it more.” And so John took one and 
another of his friends, with longer purses 
than his own, to the studio of the modest 
stranger; and now his pieces command 
their full worth in the market, and he 
works with orders far ahead of his ability 
to execute, giving to the canvas the traits 
of American scenery as appreciated and 
felt by the subtile delicacy of the French 
mind, —our rural summer views, our au- 
tumn glories, and the dreamy, misty del- 
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icacy of our snowy winter landscapes. 
Whoso would know the truth of the same, 
let him inquire for the modest studio of 
Morvillier, at Malden, scarce a bow-shot 
from our Boston. 

This picture had always been the rul- 
ing star of John’s house, his main de- 
pendence for brightening up his bachelor- 
apartments; and when he came to the 
task of furbishing those same rooms for 
a fair occupant, the picture was still his 
mine of gold. For a picture, painted by 
a real artist, who studies Nature minute- 
ly and conscientiously, has something of 
the charm of the good Mother herself, — 
something of her faculty of putting on 
different aspects under different lights. 
John and his wife had studied their pic- 
ture at all hours of the day: they had 
seen how it looked when the morning 
sun came aslant the scarlet maples and 
made a golden shimmer over the blue 
mountains, how it looked toned down in 
the cool shadows of afternoon, and how 
it warmed up in the sunset, and died 
off mysteriously into the twilight; and 
now, when larger parlors were to be fur- 
nished, the picture was still the tower 
of strength, the rallying - point of their 
hopes. 

“Do you know, John,” said the wife, 
hesitating, “I am really in doubt wheth- 
er we shall not have to get at least a few 
new chairs and a sofa for our parlors? 
They are putting in such splendid things 
at the other door that I am positively 
ashamed of ours; the fact is, they look 
almost disreputable, — like a heap of rub- 
bish.” 

“ Well,” said John, laughing, “ I don’t 
suppose all together sent to an auction- 
room would bring us fifty dollars, and yet, 
such as they are, they answer the place 
of better things for us; and the fact is, 
Mary, the hard impassable barrier in the 
case is, that there really is no money to 
get any more.” 

« Ah, well, then, if there is n’t, we 
must see what we can do with these, and 
summon all the good fairies to our aid,” 
said Mary. “ There ’s your little cabinet- 
maker, John, will look over the things, 
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and furbish them up; there ’s that brok- 
en arm of the chair must be mended, and 
everything revarnished ; then Ihave found 
such a lovely rep, of just the richest shade 
of maroon, inclining to crimson, and when 
we come to cover the lounges and arm- 
chairs and sofas and ottomans all alike, 
you know they will be quite another 
thing.” 

“ Trust you for that, Mary! By-the- 
by, I’ve found a nice little woman, who 
has worked on upholstery, who will come 
in by the day, and be the hands that shall 
execute the decrees of your taste.” 

“ Yes, I am sure we shall get on cap- 
itally. Do you know that I’m almost 
glad we can’t get new things? it’s a sort 
of enterprise to see what we can do with 
old ones.” 

“Now, you see, Mary,” said John, seat- 
ing himself on a lime-cask which the plas- 
terers had left, and taking out his mem- 
orandum-book, “you see, I’ve calculated 
this thing all over; I’ve found a way by 
which I can make our rooms beautiful 
and attractive without a cent expended 
on new furniture.” 

“Well, let ’s hear.” 

“Well, my way is short and simple. 
We must put things into our rooms that 
people will look at, so that they will for- 
get to look at the furniture, and never 
once trouble their heads about it. Peo- 
ple never look at furniture so long as 
there is anything else to look at; just as 
Napoleon, when away on one of his expe- 
ditions, being told that the French popu- 
lace were getting disaffected, wrote back, 
*Gild the dome des Invalides,’ and so 
they gilded it, and the people, looking at 
that, forgot everything else.” 

“But I’m not clear yet,” said Mary, 
“what is coming of this rhetoric.” 

“Well, then, Mary, I'll tell you. A 
suit of new carved black- walnut. furni- 
ture, severe in taste and perfect in style, 
such as I should choose at David and 
Saul’s, could not be got under three hun- 
dred dollars, and I have n’t the three hun- 
dred to give. What, then, shall we do ? 
We must fall back on our resources; we 
must look over our treasures. We have 
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our proof cast of the great glorious head 
of the Venus di Milo; we have those 
six beautiful photographs of Rome, that 
Brown brought to us; we have the great 
German lithograph of the San Sisto Moth- 
er and Child, and we have the two angel- 
heads, from the same ; we have that love- 
ly golden twilight sketch of Heade’s; we 
have some sea-photographs of Bradford’s ; 
we have an original pen-and-ink sketch 
by Billings; and then, as before, we have 
‘our picture.’ What has been the use of 
our watching at the gates and waiting at 
the doors of Beauty all our lives, if she has 
n’t thrown us out a crust now and then, 
so that we might have it for time of 
need? Now, you see, Mary, we must 
make the toilet of our rooms just as a 
pretty woman makes hers when money 
runs low, and she sorts and freshens her 
ribbons, and matches them to her hair 
and eyes, and, with a bow here, and a bit 
of fringe there, and a button somewhere 
else, dazzles us into thinking that she 
has an infinity of beautiful attire. Our 
rooms are new and pretty of themselves, 
to begin with ; the tint of the paper, and 
the rich coloring of the border, corre- 
sponding with the furniture and carpets, 
will make them seem prettier. And now 
for arrangement. ‘Take this front-room. 
I propose to fill those two recesses each 
side of the fireplace with my books, in 
their plain pine cases, just breast - high 
from the floor: they are stained a good 
dark color, and nobody need stick a 
pin in them to find out that they are 
not rosewood. The top of these shelves 
on either side to be covered with the 
same stuf as the furniture, finished with 
a crimson fringe. On top of the shelves 
on one side of the fireplace I shall set 
our noble Venus di Milo, and I shall 
buy at Cicci’s the lovely Clytie, and put 
it the other side. Then I shall get of 
Williams and Everett two of their chro- 
mo-lithographs, which give you all the 
style and charm of the best English wa- 
ter-color school. I will have the lovely 
Bay of Amalfi over my Venus, because 
she came from those suns and skies of 
Southern Italy, and I will hang Lake 
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Como over my Clytie. Then, in the mid- 
dle, over the fireplace, shall be ‘ our pic- 
ture.’ Over each door shall hang one 
of the lithographed angel-heads of the 
San Sisto, to watch our going-out and 
coming-in; and the glorious Mother and 
Child shall hang opposite the Venus di 
Milo, to show how Greek and Christian 
unite in giving the noblest type to wom- 
anhood. And then, when we have all 
our sketches and lithographs framed and 
hung here and there, and your flowers 
blooming as they always do, and your 
ivies wandering and rambling as they 
used to, and hanging in the most grace- 
ful ways and places, and all those little 
shells and ferns and vases, which you are 
always conjuring with, tastefully arrang- 
ed, I’ll venture to say that our rooms 
will be not only pleasant, but beautiful, 
and that people will oftener say, ‘How 
beautiful!’ when they enter, than if we 
spent three times the money on new fur- 
niture.” 

In the course of a year after this conver- 
sation, one and another of my acquaintan- 
ces were often heard speaking of John 
Merton’s house. “ Such beautiful rooms, 
—so charmingly furnished,—you must go 
and see them. What does make them so 
much pleasanter than those rooms in the 
other house, which have everything in 
them that money can buy?” So said the 
folk, — for nine people out of ten only feel 
the effect of a room, and never analyze 
the causes from which it flows: they know 
that certain rooms seem dull and heavy 
and confused, but they don’t know why ; 
that certain others seem cheerful, airy, 
and beautiful, but they know not why. 
The first exclamation, on entering John’s 
parlors, was so often, *‘ How beautiful!” 
that it beeame rather a by-word in the 
family. Estimated by their mere money- 
value, the articles in the rooms were of 
very trifling worth; but as they stood ar- 
ranged and combined, they had all the 
effect of a lovely picture. Although the 
statuary was only plaster, and the photo- 
graphs and lithographs such as were all 
within the compass of limited means, yet 
every one of them was a good thing of 
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its own kind, or a good reminder of some 
of the greatest works of Art. A good 
plaster cast is a daguerreotype, so to 
speak, of a great statue, though it may 
be bought for five or six dollars, while 
its original is not to be had for any nam- 
able sum. A chromo-lithograph of the 
best sort gives all the style and man- 
ner and effect of Turner or Stanfield, 
or any of the best of modern artists, 
though you buy it for five or ten dol- 
lars, and though the original would com- 
mand a thousand guineas. The litho- 
graphs from Raphael’s immortal picture 
give you the results of a whole age of ar- 
tistie culture, in a form within the com- 
pass of very humble means. There is 
now selling for five dollars at Williams 
and Everett's a photograph of Cheney’s 
crayon drawing of the San Sisto Madon- 
na and Child, which has the very spirit 
of the glorious original. Such a picture, 
hung against the wall of a child’s room, 
would train its eye from infancy; and 
yet how many will freely spend five dol- 
lars in embroidery on its dress, that say 
they cannot afford works of Art! 

There was one advantage which John 
and his wife found in the way in which 
they furnished their house, that I have 
hinted at before: it gave freedom to 
their children. ‘Though their rooms were 
beautiful, it was not with the tantaliz- 
ing beauty of expensive and frail knick- 
knacks. Pictures hung against the wall, 
and statuary safely lodged on brackets, 
speak constantly to the childish eye, but 
are out of the reach of childish fingers, 
and are not upset by childish romps. 
They are not like china and crystal, lia- 
ble to be used and abused by servants; 
they do not wear out; they are not spoil- 
ed by dust, nor consumed by moths. The 
beauty once there is always there; though 
the mother be ill and in her chamber, she 
has no fears that she shall find it all wreck- 
ed and shattered. And this style of beau- 
ty, inexpensive as it is, compared with 
luxurious furniture, is a means of cultiva- 
tion. No child is ever stimulated to draw 
or to read by an Axminster carpet or 
a caryed centre-table; but a room sur- 
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rounded with photographs and pictures 
and fine casts suggests a thousand inqui- 
ries, stimulates the little eye and hand. 
The child is found with its pencil, draw- 
ing ; or he asks for a book on Venice, or 
wants to hear the history of the Roman 
Forum. 
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I will write another on the moral and in- 
tellectual effects of house-furnishing. 


“ Thave proved my point, Miss Jennie, 
have I not? In house-furnishing, nothing 
ts more economical than beauty.” 

“ Yes, papa,” said Jennie; “I give it 


But I have made my article too long. up. 


” 


THE BLACK PREACHER. 


A BRETON LEGEND. 


Ar Carnac in Brittany, close on the bay, 

They show you a church, or rather the gray 

Ribs of a dead one, left there to bleach 

With the wreck lying near on the crest of the beach ; 
Roofless and splintered with thunder-stone, 

*Mid lichen-blurred gravestones all alone, 

’T is the kind of ruin strange sights to see 

That may have their teaching for you and me. 


Something like this, then, my guide had to tell, 
Perched on a saint cracked across when he fell. 

But since I might chance give his meaning a wrench, 
He talking his patois and I English-French, 

Ill put what he told me, preserving the tone, 

In a rhymed prose that makes it half his, half my own. 


An abbey-church stood here, once on a time, 

Built as a death-bed atonement for crime : 

*T was for somebody’s sins, I know not whose ; 

But sinners are plenty, and you can choose. 
Though a cloister now of the dusk-winged bat, 

*T was rich enough once, and the brothers grew fat, 
Looser in girdle and purpler in jowl, , 

Singing good rest to the founder’s lost soul. 

But one day came Northmen, and lithe tongues of fire 
Lapped up the chapter-house, licked off the spire, 
And left all a rubbish-heap, black and dreary, 
Where only the wind sings miserere. 

Of what the monks came by no legend runs, 

At least they were lucky in not being nuns. 


No priest has kneeled since at the altar’s foot, 
Whose crannies are searched by the nightshade’s root, 
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Nor sound of service is ever heard, 

Except from throat of the unclean bird, 
Hooting to unassoiled shapes as they pass 

In midnights unholy his witches’ mass, 

Or shouting “Ho! ho!” from the belfry high 
As the Devil’s sabbath-train whirls by ; 

But once a year, on the eve of All-Souls, 
Through these arches dishallowed the organ rolls, 
Fingers long fleshless the bell-ropes work, 

The chimes peal muffled with sea-mists mirk, 
The skeleton windows are traced anew 

On the baleful flicker of corpse-lights blue, 
And the ghosts must come, so the legend saith, 
To a preaching of Reverend Doctor Death. 


Abbots, monks, barons, and ladies fair 

Hear the dull summons and gather there: 

No rustle of silk now, no clink of mail, 

Nor ever a one greets his church-mate pale ; 
No knight whispers love in the chételaine’s ear, 
His next-door neighbor this five hundred year ; 
No monk has a sleek benedicite 

For the great lord shadowy now as he; 

Nor needeth any to hold his breath, 

Lest he lose the least word of Doctor Death. 


He chooses his text in the Book Divine, 

Tenth verse of the Preacher in chapter nine : — 

“«¢ Whatsoever thy hand shall find thee to do, 

That do with thy whole might, or thou shalt rue ; 

For no man is wealthy or wise or brave 

In that quencher of might-bes and would-bes, the grave.’ 
Bid by the Bridegroom, ‘ To-morrow,’ ye said, 

And To-morrow was digging a trench for your bed ; 

Ye said, ‘ God can wait; let us finish our wine’; 


Ye had wearied Him, fools, and that last knock was mine!” 


But I can’t pretend to give you the sermon, 

Or say if the tongue were French, Latin, or German ; 
Whatever he preached in, I give you my word 

The meaning was easy to all that heard ; 

Famous preachers there have been and be, 

But never was one so convincing as he ; 

So blunt was never a begging friar, 

No Jesuit’s tongue so barbed with fire, 

Cameronian never, nor Methodist, 

Wrung gall out of Scripture with such a twist. 


And would you know who his hearers must be ? 
I tell you just what my guide told me : 
Excellent teaching men have, day and night, 
From two earnest friars, a black and a white, 
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The Dominican Death and the Carmelite Life ; 
And between these two there is never strife, 

For each has his separate oflice and station, 

And each his own work in the congregation ; 
Whoso to the white brother deafens his ears, 
And cannot be wrought on by blessings or tears, 
Awake in his coffin must wait and wait, 

In that blackness of darkness that means too late, 
And come once a year, when the ghost-bell tolls, 
As till Doomsday it shall on the eve of All-Souls, 
To hear Doctor Death, whose words smart with the brine 
Of the Preacher, the tenth verse of chapter nine. 


FOUQUET THE 


Moperw times began in France with 
the death of Mazarin. Spain, Austria, 
and Italy no longer led the world in 
polities, literature, and refinement. The 
grande nation, delivered from Ligue and 
Fronde, took her position with England 
at the head of civilized Europe. This 
great change had been going on during 
eighty years of battle, murder, anarchy, 
and confusion. As always, the new grew 
up unnoticed, until it overtopped the 
old. The transformation was complete 
in 1661, when Louis XIV. appeared up- 
on the scene, and gave his name to this 
brilliant period, with not much better 
claim to the distinction than had Ves- 
pucei to America. 

There had been a prodigious yield of 
brains in France. A host of clever men 
developed the new ideas in every direc- 
tion. Philosophy and science, literature 
and language, manners, habits, dress, as- 
sumed the forms with which we are so 
familiar. Then commenced the grand 
sitcle, the era Frenchmen date from. 
They look upon those gallant ancestors 
almost as contemporaries, and still admire 
their feats in war, and laugh over their 
strokes of wit. The books they wrote be- 
came classics, and were in all hands until 
within the last twenty or thirty years. 
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Latterly, indeed, they have been less 
read, for thought is turning to fresh fields, 
and society seems to be entering upon a 
new era. . 

No man more fully recognized the great 
change that was going on, or did more to 
help it forward, than Nicolas Fouquet, 
Vicomte de Vaux, and Marquis de Belle- 
fle, —but better known as the Surin- 
tendant. In the pleasant social annals of 
France, Fouquet is the type of splendor, 
and of sudden, hopeless ruin. ‘ There 
was neyer a man so magnificent, there 
was never a man so unfortunate,” say 
the lively gentlemen and ladies in their 
Mémoires. His story is told to point the 
old and dreary moral of the instability of 
human prosperity. It is, indeed, like a 
tale of the ‘ Arabian Nights.” The Der- 
vish is made Grand Vizier. He marries 
the Sultan’s daughter. His palace owes 
its magical beauty to the Genies. The 
pillars are of jasper, the bases and capi- 
tals of massive gold. The Sultan frowns, 
waves his hand, and the crowd, who kiss- 


.ed the favorite’s slipper yesterday, hoot 


and jeer as they see him pass by to his 
dungeon, disgraced, stripped, and beaten. 

Fouquet was of good family, the son 
of a Councillor of State in Louis XITL’s 
time. Educated for the magistracy, he be- 


468 


came a Maitre des Requéles (say Master 
in Chancery) at twenty, and at thirty-five 
Procureur-Général (or Attorney-Gener- 
al) of the Parliament of Paris, which was 
only a court of justice, although it fre- 
quently attempted to usurp legislative, 
and even executive functions. During 
the rebellious troubles of the Fronde, the 
Procureur and his brother, the Abbé Fou- 
quet, remained faithful to Mazarin and 
to the throne. The Abbé, in the ardor 
of his zeal, once offered the Queen his 
services to kill De Retz and salt hin, if 
she would give her consent. It was at 
the request of the Queen that the Cardi- 
nal made the trusty Procureur Surinten- 
dant des Finances, the first position in 
France after the throne and the prime- 
ministership. 

Pensions, and the promise of comfort- 
able places, had collected about the Sur- 
intendant talent, fashion, and beauty. 
Some of the ablest men in the kingdom 
were in his employ. Pellisson, famous for 
ugliness and for wit, the Acanthe of the 
Hétel de Rambouillet, the beloved of 
Sappho Scudéry, was his chief clerk. Pel- 
lisson was then a Protestant; but Fou- 
quet’s disgrace, and four years in the Bas- 
tille, led him to reéxamine the grounds of 
his religious faith. He became, luckily, 
enlightened on the subject of his here- 
sies at a time when the renunciation of 
Protestantism led to honors and wealth. 
Change of condition followed change of 
doctrine. The King attached him to his 
person as Secretary and Historiographer, 
and gave him the management of the fund 
for the conversion of Huguenots. Gour- 
ville, whom Charles ID., an excellent 
judge, called the wisest of Frenchmen, be- 
longed to Fouquet, as a receiver-general 
of taxes. Moliére wrote two of his ear- 
lier plays for the Surintendant. La Fon- 
taine was an especial favorite. He bound 
himself to pay for his quarterly allowance 


in quarterly madrigals, ballads, or son-_ 


nets. If he failed, a bailiff was to be sent 
to levy on his stanzas. He paid pretty 
regularly, but in a depreciated currency. 
The verses have not the golden ring of 
the “ Contes” and the “ Fables.” 


Fouquet the Magnificent. 


[April, 
“Le Roi, l'Etat, la Patrie, 
Partagent toute votre vie.” 
That is a sample of their value. Quack- 


medicine poets often do as well. [He wrote 
“ Adonis” for Fouquet, and had worked 
three years at the “ Songe de Vaux,” when 
the ruin of his patron caused him to lay 
it aside. It is a dull piece. Four fairies, 
Palatiane, Hortésie, Apellanire, and Cal- 
liopée, make long speeches about their 
specialty in Art, as seen at Vaux. Their 
names sufliciently denote it. A fish comes 
as ambassador from Neptune to Vaux, 
the glory of the universe, where Oronte 
(Fouquet’s alias, in the affected jargon 
of the period) 
“fait bitir un palais magnifique, 

Ou régne l’ordre Ionique 

Avec beaucoup d’agrément.” 
Apollo comes and promises to take charge 
of the live-stock, and of the picture-gal- 
lery. The Muses, too, are busy. 

“Pour lui Melpoméne médite, 

Thalie en est jalouse,’”? — 

and soon 
Fouquet’s physician, Pecquet, is well 

known to physiologists by his treatise, 
“ De Motu Chyli,” and by ‘* Pecquet’s res- 
ervoir.” Tis patron was warmly interest- 
ed in the new discoveries in circulation, 
which were then, and so long after, vio- 
lently opposed by the Purgons and the 
Diafoirus of the old school. The Surin- 
tendant’s judgment was equally good in 
Art. Le Brun, the painter, owed fame 
and fortune to him. Ie gave him twelve 
thousand livres a year, besides paying a 
fixed price for each of his works. With 
the exception of Renaudot’s journal, Lo- 
ret’s weekly gazette, published in the 
shape of a versified letter to Mademoi- 
selle de Longueville, was the only news- 
paper in France. Fouquet furnished the 
editor with money and with items. He 
allowed Scarron sixteen hundred livres 
a year, when Mazarin struck his name 
from the pension-list, as punishment for 
a “ Mazarinade,” the only squib of the 
kind the Cardinal had ever noticed. Poor 
Scarron was hopelessly paralyzed, and 
bedridden. He had been a comely, ro- 
bust fellow in his youth, given to dissi- 
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pated courses. In a Carnival frolic, he ap- 
peared in the streets with two compan- 
ions in the character of bipeds with feath- 
ers, —a scanty addition to Plato’s defi- 
nition of man. This airy costume was 
toomuch for French modesty, proverbi- 
ally shrinking and sensitive. The mob 
hooted and gave chase. The maskers 
fled from the town and hid themselves in 
a marsh to evade pursuit. The result of 
this venturesome travestissement was the 
death of both his friends, and an attack 
of inflammatory rheumatism which twist- 
ed Scarron for life into the shape of the 
letter Z. 

The Surintendant’s Adel, at St. Mandé, 
was a marvel of art, his library the best 
in France. The number and value of 
his books was urged against him, on his 
trial, as evidence of his peculations. His 
country-seat, at Vaux, cost him eighteen 
millions of livres. Three villages were 
bought and razed to enlarge the grounds. 
Le Vau built the chdteau. Le Brun 
painted the ceilings and panels. La 
Fontaine and Michel Gervaise furnished 
French and Latin mottoes for the alle- 
gorical designs. Le Notre laid out the 
gardens in the style which may still be 
seen at Versailles. ‘Torelli, an Italian 
engineer, decorated them with artificial 
cascades and fountains, a wonder of sci- 
ence to Frenchmen in the seventeenth 
century. Puget had collected the statues 
which embellished them. There was a col- 
lection of wild animals, a rare spectacle 
before the days of zodlogical gardens, — 
an aviary of foreign birds,—tanks as large 
as ponds, in which, among other odd fish, 
swam a sturgeon and a salmon taken in 
the Seine. Everything was magnificent, 
and eyerything was new, —so original and 
so perfect, that Louis XIV., after he had 
crushed the Surintendant, could find no 
plans so good and no artists so skilful as 
these pour embellir son réegne. He was 
obliged to imitate the man he hated. 
Even Fouquet’s men of letters were soon 
enrolled in the service of the King. 

In March, 1661, Mazarin died, full of 
honor. His favorite saying, “ Il tiempo @ 
un galantuomo,” was fulfilled for him. In 
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spite of many desperate disappointments 
and defeats, Messer Tiempo had made 
him rich, powerful, and triumphant. The 
young King, who had already announced 
his theory of government in the well- 
known speech, * L’ Etat, c'est moi,” wait- 
ed patiently, and with respect, (filial, some 
have said,) for the old man to depart. 
He put on mourning, a compliment nev- 
er paid but once before by a French sov- 
ereign to the memory of a subject, — 
by Henry IV. to Gabrielle d’Estrées. 
When the Council came together, the 
King told them, that hitherto he had per- 
mitted the late Cardinal to direct the 
affairs of State, but that in future he 
should take the duty upon himself, —the 
gentlemen present would aid him with 
their advice, if he should see fit to ask for 
it. It was a “neat little speech,” and 
very much to the point: Louis XIV. had 
the talent of making neat little speeches. 
But the Surintendant, who presided in the 
Council, did not believe him. A prince, 
he thought, two-and-twenty years of age, 
fond of show and of pleasure, of moder- 
ate capacity, and with no education, might 
undertake for a while the cares of gov- 
ernment, but, when the novelty wore 
off, would tire of the labor. And then, 
whose pretensions to shoulder the burden 
were so well founded as Fouquet’s ? He 
was almost a king, and had the political 
patronage of a’president. The revenue 
of the nation passed through his hands. 
Fermiers and traitants, those who farm- 
ed the taxes and those who gathered 
them for a consideration, obeyed his nod 
and laid their offerings at his feet. A 
judicious mixture of presents and prom- 
ises had given him the control of judges 
enough in the different Parliaments to for- 
tify his views of the public business by 
legal decisions. In his own Parliament he 
was supreme. Clever agents, stationed 
in important places, both at home and 
abroad, watched over his interests, and 
kept him informed of all that transpired, 
by faithful couriers. But he misunder- 
stood his position, and was mistaken in 
his King. Louis XIV. had, indeed, lit- 
tle talent and less education. He could 
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never learn Latin, at that time as much a 
part of a gentleman’s training as French 
is now with us; but he had what for 
want of a more distinctive word we may 
call character, — that well - proportioned 
mixture of sense, energy, and self-reli- 
ance which obtains for its possessor more 
success in life, and more respect from 
those about him, than brilliant mental 
endowments. It was the moral side of 
his nature which was deficient. THe was 
selfish, envious, and cruel; and he had 
not that noble hatred of the crooked, the 
mean, and the dishonorable which be- 
comes agentleman. Mazarin once said,— 
“ There is stuff enough in him to make 
four kings and one worthy man.” Di- 
vide this favorable opinion by four, and 
the result will be an approximation to 
the value of Louis XIV. as a monarch 
anda man. There was a king in him,—a 
determination to be master, and to bear 
no rival near the throne, no matter of 
how secondary or trifling a nature the 
rivalry might be. 

Fouquet had been deep in Mazarin’s 
confidence, his agent and partner in those 
sharp financial operations which had 
brought so much profit to the Cardinal 
and so little to the Crown. One of their 
jobs was to buy up, at an enormous dis- 
count, old and discredited claims against 
the ‘Treasury, dating from the Fronde, 
which, when held by the right parties, 
were paid in full,—a species of fraud 
known by various euphemisms in the 
purest of republics. All the checks and 
balances of our enlightened system of 
administration, whether federal, state, or 
municipal, do not prevent skilful officials 
from perverting vast sums of money to 
their own uses. In France, demoralized 
by years of civil war, the official facili- 
ties for plundering were concentrated in 
the hands of one clever man. We can 
easily understand that his wealth was 
enormous, and his power corresponding- 
ly great. 

When the late Cardinal, surfeited with 
spoils, was drawing near his end, seruples 
of conscience, never felt before, led him 
to advise the King to keep a strict watch 
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upon the Surintendant. He recommend- 
ed for that purpose his steward, Colbert, 
of whose integrity and knowledge of 
business he had the highest opinion. Col- 
bert was made Under-Secretary of State, 
and Fouquet’s dismissal from office defer- 
mined upon from that time. 

The Surintendant had no previsions of 
danger. With his usual boldness, he laid 
the financial ‘“ situation” of the kingdom 
before his new master, confessed frankly 
what it was impossible to conceal, laid the 
blame of all irregularities upon Mazarin, 
or upon the exigencies of the times, and 
ended by imploring an amnesty for the 
past, and promising thrift and economy 
for the future. The King appeared sat- 
isfied, and granted a full pardon. Fou- 
quet, more confident than ever, dashed 
on in the old way, while Colbert and his 
clerks were quietly digging the pit into 
which he was soon to fall. Colbert was 
reinforced by Séguier, the Chancellor, 
and by Le Tellier, a Secretary of State, 
who had an energetic son, Louvois, in 
the War Department. All three hated 
the Surintendant, and each hoped to 
succeed him. Fouquet’s ostentation and 
haughtiness had made him enemies among 
the old nobility. Many of them were 
eager to see the proud and _ prosper- 
ous man humiliated, — merely to grat- 
ify that wretched feeling of envy and 
spite so inherent in poor human nature, 
and one of the strongest proofs of that 
corruption ‘ which standeth in the fol- 
lowing of Adam.” 

Louis XIV. had reasons of his own 
for his determination to destroy the Sur- 
intendant. First of all, he was afraid 
of him. The Fronde was fresh in the 
royal memory. Fouquet had enormous 
wealth, an army of friends and retainers; 
he could command Brittany from his eas- 
tle of Belleile, which he had fortified and 
garrisoned. Why might he not, if his 
ambition were thwarted, revive rebel- 
lion, and bring back misery upon France ? 
The personal reminiscences of the King’s 
whole life must have made him feel keen- 
ly the force of this apprehension. He 
was ten years old, when, to escape De 
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Retz and Beaufort, the Queen-Mother 
fled with him to St. Germain, and slept 
there upon straw, in want of the neces- 
saries of life. After their return to Paris, 
the mob broke into the Louvre, and pen- 
etrated to the royal bedchamber. He 
could not well forget the night when his 
mother placed him upon his knees to pray 
for the success of the attempt to arrest 
Condé, who thought himself the master. 
Iie was twelve when Mazarin marched 
into. France with seven thousand men 
wearing green scarfs, the Cardinal’s col- 
ors, and in the Cardinal’s pay. After the 
young King had joined them, the Par- 
liament of Paris offered fifty thousand 
crowns for the Cardinal’s head. He was 
thirteen when Condé, in command of 
Spanish troops, surprised the royalists at 
Bléneau, and would have captured King 
and Court, had it not been for the skill 
of Turenne. <A few years before, Tu- 
renne had served against France, under 
the Spanish flag. The boy-King had wit- 
nessed the battle of St. Antoine, —had 
seen the gates of Paris closed against him, 
and the cannon of the Bastille firing upon 
his army, by order of his cousin, Mademoi- 
selle, the grand-daughter of Henry IV. 
He had known a Parliament at Paris, and 
an Anti-Parliament at Pontoise. In 1651, 
Condé, De Retz, and La Rochefoucauld 
fought in the Palais Royal, almost in the 
royal presence. In 1652 he had been 
compelled to exile Mazarin again; and 
it was not until 1658 that Turenne final- 
ly defeated Condé and Don John of Aus- 
tria, and opened the way to the Peace of 
the Pyrenees, and the marriage with the 
Infanta. Oliver Cromwell aided the King 
with six thousand of his soldiers in this 
battle, and seized upon Dunkirk to re- 
pay himself, —only three years before. 
No wonder Louis was anxious to place 
the throne beyond the reach of danger 
and insult, and to crush the only man 
who seemed to have the power to re- 
kindle a civil war. 

A stronger and a meaner motive he 
kept to himself. He was small - minded 
enough to think that a subject over- 
shadowed him, nee pluribus impar. He 
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hated Fouquet because he was so much 
admired, — because he was called the 
Magnificent, — because his chdteaux and 
gardens were incomparably finer than St. 
Germain or Fontainebleau,—because he 
was surrounded by the first wits and ar- 
tists, — no trifling matter in that bright 
morning of French literature, when ev- 
ery gentleman of station in Paris aspired 
to be a bel-esprit, or, if that was impos- 
sible, to keep one in his employ. ‘“ Le 
Roi s’abaissa jusqu’a se croire humilié 
par un sujet.” His “ gloire,” as he called 
it, was his passion, not only in war and 
in government, where it meant some- 
thing, but in buildings and furniture, 
dress and dinners, madrigals and bon- 
mots. The monopoly of gloire he must 
and would have,—nobly, if possible, but 
at any rate, and in every kind, gloire. 

And the unlucky Surintendant had sin- 
ned against the royal feelings in a still 
more unpardonable way. The King was 
in love with La Vallitre. He had sur- 
rounded his attachment with the myste- 
ry the young and sentimental delight in. 
Fouquet, quite unconscious of the royal 
fancy, had cast eyes of favor upon the 
same lady. Proceeding according to the 
custom of men of middle age and of abun- 
dant means, he had wasted no time in 
petits soins and sighs, but, Jupiter - like, 
had offered to shower two hundred thou- 
sand livres upon the fair one. This prop- 
osition was reported to the King, and was 
the cause of the acharnement, the relent- 
less fury, he showed in persecuting Fou- 
quet. He would have dealt with him as 
Queen Christina had dealt with Monal- 
deschi, if he had dared. The hatred sur- 
vived long after he had dismissed the fair 
cause of it from his affections, and from 
his palace. 

Such was the Surintendant’s position 
when he issued his invitation to the King, 
Court, and bel-air for the seventeenth of 
August, 1661,—the féte de Vaux, which 
fills a paragraph in every history of 
France. In June, he had entertained 
the Queen of England in a style which 
made Mazarin’s pageants for the Infanta 
Queen seem tasteless and old - fashioned. 


472 


The present festival cast the preceding 
one into the shade. It began in the ear- 
ly afternoon, like a déjeuner of our day. 
The King was there, the Queen-Mother, 
Monsieur, brother to the King, and Ma- 
dame, daughter of Charles I. of England, 
attended by Princes, Dukes, Marquises, 
and Counts, with their quick - witted, 
sharp-tongued, and independent spouses. 
The highest and noblest of France came 
to stare at Fouquet’s magnificence, to 
wonder at the strange birds and beasts, 
and to admire the fountains and cascades. 
After a walk about the grounds, the au- 
gust company were served with supper 
in the chateau. Vatel was the maitre 
@hétel. The King could not conceal his 
astonishment at the taste and luxury of the 
Surintendant, nor his annoyance when he 
recognized the portrait of La Valliére in 
a mythological panel. Over doors and 
windows were carved and painted Fou- 
quet’s arms,—a squirrel, with the motto, 
“Quod non ascendam?” The King asked 
a chamberlain for the translation. When 
the device was interpreted, the measure 
of his wrath was full. [He was on the point 
of ordering Fouquet’s instant arrest ; but 
the Queen-Mother persuaded him to wait 
until every precaution had been taken. 
After supper, the guests were conduct- 
ed to the play. The theatre was at the 
end of an alley of pines, almost al fresco. 
The stage represented a garden decorat- 
ed with fountains and with statues of 
Terminus. Scenery by Le Brun; ma- 
chinery and transmutations by Torelli; 
stage-manager, Moliére; the comedy, “Les 
FPacheux,” ‘The Bores,” composed, writ- 
ten, and rehearsed expressly for this occa- 
sion, in the short space of fifteen days. This 
piece was put upon the stage in a new 
way. The ballet, introduced by Maza- 
rin a few years before, was the fashion, 
and indispensable. As Moliére had only 
a few good dancers, he placed the scenes 
of the ballet between the acts of the com- 
edy, in order to give his artists time to 
change their dresses and to take three or 
four different parts. To avoid awkward- 
ness in these transitions, the plot of the 
comedy was carried over into the panto- 
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mime. This arrangement proved so suc- 
cessful that Moliere made use of it in 
many of his later plays. 

The curtain rises upon a man in cit- 
izen’s-dress (Moliére). He expresses 
amazement and dismay at seeing so large 
and so distinguished an audience, and 
implores His Majesty to pardon him for 
being there without actors enough and 
without time enough to prepare a suit- 
able entertainment. While he is yet 
speaking, twenty jets of water spring in- 
to the air,—a huge rock in the foreground 
changes into a shell, — the shell opens,— 
forth steps a Naiad (pretty Mademoiselle 
Béjart, a well-known actress, — too well 
known for Moliére’s domestic comfort) 
and declaims verses written by Pellisson 
for the occasion. Here is a part of this 
prologue in commonplace prose ; Pellis- 
son’s verses are of a kind which loses lit- 
tle by translation. The flattery is heavy, 
but Louis XTV. was not dainty; he liked 
it strong, and probably swallowed more 
of it with pleasure and comfort during 
fifty years than any other man. 

“Mortals,” said la Béjart, “I come 
from my grotto to look upon the greatest 
king in the world. Shall the land or the 
water furnish a new spectacle for his 
amusement ? He has only to speak,—to 
wish; nothing is impossible to him. Is 
he not himself a miracle? And has he 
not the right to demand miracles of Na- 
ture? He is young, victorious, wise, val- 
iant, and dignified, —as benevolent and 
just as he is powerful. He governs his 
desires as well as his subjects; he unites 
labor and pleasure ; always busy, never 
at fault, seeing all, hearing all. To suth 
a prince Heaven can refuse nothing. If 
Louis commands, these Termini shall walk 
from their places, these trees shall speak 
better than the oaks of Dodona. Come 
forth, then, all of you! Louis commands it. 
Come forth to amuse him, and transform 
yourselves upon this novel stage!” Trees 
and Termini fly open. Dryads, Fauns, 
and Satyrs skip out. Then the Naiad 
invokes Care, the goddess whose hand 
rests heavily upon monarchs, and im- 
plores her to grant the great King an 
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hour’s respite from the business of State 
and from his anxiety for his people. “ Let 
him give his great heart up to pleasure. 
To-morrow, with strength renewed, he 
will take up his burden, sacrifice his own 
rest to give repose to mankind and main- 
tain peace throughout the universe. But 
to-night let all facheua stand back, ex- 
cept those who can make themselves 
agreeable to him.” The Naiad vanish- 
es. The Fauns dance to the violins and 
hautboys, until the play begins. 

After the comedy, the spectators walk- 
ed slowly to the chateau. A feu d’arti- 
Jice, ending in a bouquet of a thousand 
rockets from the dome, lighted them on 
their way back. Another repast follow- 
ed, which lasted until the drums of the 
royal mousquetaires, the King’s escort, 
were heard in the court-yard. This was 
the signal for breaking up. 

The Surintendant seemed to be on the 
highest pinnacle of prosperity, beyond the 
reach of Fate. There was at Rome a 
Sire de Maucroix, sent thither by Fouquet 
on his private business. To him his friend 
La Fontaine wrote a full description of 
the day, and of the effect Vaux had pro- 
duced upon the fashionable world. “ You 
would think that Fame [la Renommée] 
was made only for him, he gives her so 
much to do at once. 


‘Plein d'éclat, plein de gloire, adoré des mor- 


tels, 
Il recoit des honneurs qu’on ne doit qu’aux 
autels.’ ’’ 


A few days later, the Surintendant ar- 
rived at Angers, on his fay to Nantes. 
Arnauld writes, that the Bishop of Angers 
and himself waited upon the great man 
to pay their respects. “ From the height 
upon which he stood, all others seemed 
so far removed from him that he could 
not recognize them. He scarcely looked 
at us, and Madame, his wife, seemed nei- 
ther less frigid nor more civil.” On the 
fifth of September, nineteen days after 
the féte, the thunderbolt fell upon him. 

A Procureur-Général could be tried on- 
ly by the Parliament to which he belong- 
ed. To make Fouquet’s destruction more 
certain, Colbert had induced him, by va- 
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rious misrepresentations, to sell out. He 
received fourteen hundred thousand livres 
for the place, and presented the enormous 
sum to the Treasury. This act of munifi- 
cence, or of restitution, did not save him. 
If he had been backed by fifty thousand 
men, the King could hardly have taken 
greater precautions. His Majesty’s man- 
ner was more gracious than ever. To 
prevent a rising in the West, Louis jour- 
neyed to Nantes, which is near Belleile. 
Fouquet accompanied the progress with 
almost equal state. He had his court, his 
guards, his own barge upon the Loire, — 
and travelled brilliantly onward to ruin. 
The palace in Nantes was the scene of 
the arrest. Fouquet, suspecting nothing, 
waited upon the King. Louis kept him 
engaged in conversation, until he saw 
D’Artagnau, a name famous in story- 
books, and the mousquetaires in the court- 
yard. Then he gave the signal. The 
Surintendant was seized and taken to 
Angers, thence to Amboise, Vincennes, 
and finally to the Bastille. He was con- 
fined in a room lighted only from above, 
and allowed no communication with fam- 
ily or friends. The mask was now thrown 
off, and the blow followed up with a ma- 
lignant energy which showed the deter- 
mination to destroy. The King was very 
violent, and said openly that he had mat- 
ter in his possession which would hang the 
Surintendant. His secretaries and agents 
were arrested. His friends, not knowing 
how much they might be implicated, ei- 
ther fled the kingdom, or kept out of the 
way in the provinces. Pellisson and Dr. 
Pecquet were sent to the Bastille; Gué- 
négaud lost half his fortune; the Bishop 
of Avranches had to pay twelve thousand 
francs ; Gourville fled to England ; Pom- 
ponne was ordered to reside at Verdun. 
Fouquet’s papers were examined in the 
presence of the King. Letters were there 
from persons in every class of life,—a very 
large number from women, for the pris- 
oner had charms which the fair sex have 
always found it difficult to resist. Ma- 
dame Scarron had written to thank him 
for his bounty to the poor cripple whose 
name and roof protected her. The King 
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had probably never before heard of this 
lady, who was to be the wife and ruler 
of his old age. The portfolio contained 
specimens of the gayest and brightest of 
letter-writers. In the course of his career, 
the gallant Surintendant had attempt- 
ed to add the charming widow Sévigné 
to his conquests. She refused the temp- 
tation, but always remained grateful for 
the compliment. Le Tellier told her cous- 
in, Bussy-Rabutin, that the King liked 
her letters, —‘‘ very different,” he said, 
“from the douceurs fades” —the insipid 
sweet things—‘‘of the other feminine 
scribes.” Nevertheless, she thought it 
prudent to reside for a time upon her es- 
tate in Brittany. A copy of a letter by 
St. Evremond was found, written three 
years before from the Spanish frontier. 
It was a sarcastic pleasantry at the ex- 
pense of Mazarin and the Paix des Pyré- 
nées. St. Evremond was a soldier, a wit, 
and the leader of fashion ; Colbert hated 
him,:and magnified a jeu d’esprit into a 
State-crime. He was exiled, and spent 
the rest of his long life in England. Of 
the baser sort, hundreds were turned out 
of their places and thrown penniless upon 
the world. It was a coup d'état, a revo- 
lution, and most people were against Fou- 
quet. It is such a consolation for the lit- 
tle to see the mighty fall! 

The instinct which impels friends and 
servants to fly from sinking fortunes is a 
well-established fact in human natural 
history ; but Fouquet’s hold upon his fol- 
lowers was extraordinary : it resisted the 
shock of ruin. They risked court-favor, 
purse, and person, to help him. Gour- 
ville, before he thought of his own safe- 
ty, carried a hundred thousand livres to 
Madame Fouquet, to be used in defending 
the Surintendant, or in bribing a judge 
ora jailer. The rest of his property he 
divided, intrusting one half to a devout 
friend, the other to a sinful beauty, Ninon 
de lEnclos, and fled the country. The 
“* professor” absorbed all that was left in 
his hands; Ninon returned her trust in- 
tact. This little incident was made much 
use of at a later day by the Philosophes, 
and Voltaire worked it up into “ Le Dé- 
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positaire.” From the Bastille, Pellisson 
addressed to the King three papers in 
defence of his chief: “ masterpieces of 
prose, worthy of Cicero,” Voltaire fi 
— ‘ce que V'éloquence a produit de plus 
beau.” And Sainte-Beuve thinks that 
Louis must have yielded to them, if he 
had heard them spoken, instead of reading 
them in his closet. The faithful La Fon- 
taine fearlessly sang the sorrows of his pa- 
tron, and accustomed “ chacun a plain- 
dre ses malheurs.” We begged to the 
King for mercy, in an ode full of feeling, 
if not of poetry. ‘ Has not Oronte been 
sufliciently punished by the withdrawal 
of thy favor? Attack Rome, Vienna, 
but be merciful to us. La Clémence est 
Jille des Dieux.” A copy of this ode 
found its way to the prisoner. He pro- 
tested against these lines : — ig 
“ Mais, si tu crois qu’il est coupable, 
Tl ne veut point €tre innocent.” 
Two years of prison had not broken him 
down to this point of self-abasement. 
Could any Sultan, or even the “ Orien- 
tal Despot” of a radical penny-a-liner, be 
implored in more abject terms? Ma- 
dame de Sévigné, Madame de Scudéry, 
Le Feévre, talked, wrote, and spared no 
expense for their dear friend. Brébeuf, 
the poet, who had neither influence nor 
money, took to his bed and died of grief. 
Hesnault, author of the ‘‘ Avorton,” a 
sonnet much admired in those days, and 
translated with approval into English 
verse, as, + 
“Frail spawn of nought and of existence 
mixed,’’ 

eased his feelings by insulting Colbert in 
another sonnet, beginning thus : — 


“ Ministre avare et ache, esclave malheureux.’’ 


The poet eseaped unpunished. His af- 
front gave Colbert the chance for a 
mot,—an opportunity which Frenchmen 
seldom throw away. When the injuri- 
ous verses were reported to the Min- 
ister, he asked, — ‘‘ Is there anything in 
them offensive to the King?.” ‘ No.” 
«“ Then there can be nothing in them of- 
fensive to me.” Loret, of the Gazette, 
was not so lucky. <A gentle appeal in 
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his journal for less severity was punish- 
ed by striking the editor from the pension- 
list, — a fine of fifteen hundred livres a 
year. Fouquet heard of it, and found 
means to send, by the hands of Madame 
Scudéry, a year’s allowance to the faith- 
ful newsman. 

The Government was not ready to pro- 
ceed to trial until 1664. For three years 
the sharpest lawyers in France had been 
working on the Act of Accusation. It 
was very large even for its age. The 
accompanying Pieces were unusually vo- 
luminous. The accused had not been idle. 
His Défenses may be seen in fourteen 
closely printed Elzevir 18mos. 

The unabated rigor of Fouquet’s pris- 
on had convinced his friends that it was 
useless to hope for clemency, and that it 
might be difficult to save his life. The 
King was as malignant as at first; Col- 
bert and Le Tellier as venomous, as if 
it had been a question of Fouquet’s head 
or their own. They talked about jus- 
tice, affected moderation, and deceived 
nobody. Marshal Turenne, speaking of 
their respective feelings in the matter, 
said a thing which was considered good 
by the bel-esprits : — “I think that Col- 
bert is the more anxious to have him hang- 
ed, and Le Tellier the more afraid he 
will not be.” 

But meantime the Parisians had chang- 
ed their minds about the Surintendant. 
Now, they were all for him. Iis friends 
had done much to bring this about; time, 
and the usual reaction of feeling, had 
done more. His haughtiness and his pomp 
were gone and forgotten ;_ there remain- 
ed only an unfortunate gentleman, crush- 
ed, imprisoned, threatened with death, at- 
tacked by his enemies with a bitterness 
which showed they were seeking to de- 
stroy the man rather than to punish the 
criminal,— yet bearing up against his un- 
exampled afflictions with unshaken cour- 
age. The great Public has strong level- 
ling propensities, both upward and down- 
ward. If it delights to see the prosper- 
ous humbled, it is always ready to pity 
the unfortunate ; and even in 1664 the 
popular feeling in Paris was powerful 
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enough to check the ministers of an ab- 
solute king, and to save Fouquet’s life. 
His persecutors were so eager to run 
down their prey that they overran it. 
‘In their anxiety to hang him,” some 
one said, “they have made their rope 
so thick that they cannot tighten it about 
his neck.” 

In November, 1664, Fouquet was 
brought before a commission of twenty- 
two judges, selected from the different 
Parliaments of the kingdom. After 
protesting against the jurisdiction of 
the court, he took his seat upon the sel- 
lette, although a chair had been prepar- 
ed for him beside it. The interrogato- 
ries commenced. There were two prin- 
cipal charges against him. Tirst, diver- 
sion of the public funds to his own use,— 
embezzlement or defaleation we should 
call it. Proof: his great expenditure, 
too large for any private fortune. An- 
swer: that his expenses were within the 
income he derived from his salaries, pen- 
sions, and the property of himself and 
wife. He was questioned closely upon his 
administration of the finances. He was 
invariably self-possessed and ready with 
an answer, and he eluded satisfactorily 
every attempt of the judges to entrap 
him, although, as one of his best friends 
confessed, “some places were very slip- 
pery.” Thesecond charge, treason against 
the State, was based upon a paper ad- 
dressed to his wife, and found in his desk. 
Fifteen years before, after a quarrel with 
Mazarin, he had drawn up a plan of 
the measures to be taken by his family 
and adherents in case of an attack upon 
his life or liberty. It was a mere rough 
draught, incomplete, which had remained 
unburned because forgotten. The forti- 
fications of Belleile and the number of 
his retainers were brought up as evi- 
dence of his intention to carry out the 
“ projet,” as it was called, if it became 
necessary. Fouquet’s explanations, and 
the date of the paper, were satisfactory to 
the majority of the Commission. At last 
even the Chancellor admitted that the 
proof was insuflicient to sustain this part 
of the accusation. TF ouquet’s answer ta 
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Sécuier, during the examination on the 
“ projet,” was much admired, and re- 
peated out-of-doors. Séguier asserted 
more than once, ‘ This is clearly trea- 
son.” ‘ No,” retorted Fouquet, “it is 
not treason; but I will tell you what is 
treason. To hold high office, to be in the 
confidence of the King ; then suddenly to 
desert to the enemies of that King, to car- 
ry over relatives, with the regiments and 
the fortresses under their command, and 
to betray the secrets of State : that is trea- 
son.” And that was exactly what Chan- 
cellor Séguier had done in the Fronde. 

In French criminal jurisprudence, the 
theory seems to be that the accused is 
cuilty until he has proved his innocence, 
and those conversant with French trials 
need not be told that the judges assist 
the publie prosecutor. In this case, they 
sought by cross-examinations to confuse 
Fouquet, and to entrap him into danger- 
ous admissions. Séguier sternly repress- 
ed any leanings in his favor; hé even 
reproved some of the judges for return- 
ing the salutation of the prisoner, as he 
entered the court-room. 

The trial lasted five weeks. All Paris 
looked on absorbed, as at a drama of the 
most exciting interest. Fouquet never 
appeared so admirable as then, at bay, 
firmly facing king, ministers, judges, 
eager for his blood, excited by the ar- 
dor of pursuit, and embittered by the 
roar of applause with which his masterly 
defence was received out-of-doors. Even 
those who knew the Surintendant best 
were astonished at his courage and his 
presence of mind. He seemed greater 
in his adversity than in his magnificence. 
Some of the judges began to waver. Re- 
nard, J., said,—‘* I must confess that this 
man is incomparable. He never spoke 
so well when he was Procureur ; he nev- 
er showed so much self-possession.” An- 
other, one Nesmond, died during the tri- 
al, and regretted openly on his death-bed 
that he had lent himself to this persecu- 
tion. The King ordered that this dying 
speech and confession should not be re- 
peated, but it circulated only the more 
widely.’ 
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“ No public man,” Voltaire says, “ ever 


‘had so many personal friends” ; and no 


friends were ever more faithful and en- 
ergetic. They repeated his happy an- 
swers in all quarters, praised his behav- 
ior, pitied his sufferings, and reviled 
and ridiculed his enemies. They man- 
aged to meet him, as he walked to and 
from the Arsenal, where the Commission 
sat, and cheered him with kind looks. 
Madame de Sévigné tells us how she and 
other ladies of the same faith took post 
at a window to see “notre pauvre ami” 
goby. “M. d’Artagnau walked by his 
side, followed by a guard of fifty mous- 
quetaires. We seemed sad. D’Artagnau 
touched him to let him know that we 
were there. He saluted us with that 
quiet smile we all knew so well.” She 
says that her heart beat and her knees 
trembled. The lively lady was. still 
grateful for that compliment. 

The animosity which the King did not 
conceal made an acquittal almost hope- 
less, but great efforts were made to save 
the life of the Surintendant. Money 
was used skilfully and abundantly. Sev- 
eral judges yielded to the force of this 
argument; others were known to incline 
to mercy. Fouquet himself thought the 
result doubtful. He begged his friends to 
let him know the verdict by signal, that he 
might have half an hour to prepare him- 
self to receive his sentence with firmness. 

The Commission deliberated for one 
week,— an anxious period for Fouquet’s 
friends, who trembled lest they had not 
secured judges enough to resist the press- 
ure from above. At last the court was 
reopened. D’Ormesson, a man of excel- 
lent family and social position, who had 
favored the accused throughout the trial, 
delivered his opinion at length. He con- 
cluded for banishment. The next judge 
voted for decapitation, but with a rec- 
ommendation to mercy. Next, one Pus- 
sort, a malignant tool of the Chancellor, 
inveighed against Fouquet for four hours, 
so violently that he injured his case. His 
yoice was for the gallows, — but, in con- 
sideration of the criminal’s rank, he 
would consent to commute the cord for 
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the axe. After him, four voted for 
death; then, five for banishment. Six 
to six. Anxiety had now reached a dis- 
tressing point. The Chancellor stormed 
and threatened; but in vain. On the 
twenty-fifth of December the result was 
known. Nine for death, thirteen for 
banishment. Saved! ‘Iam so glad,” 
Sévigné wrote to Simon Arnauld, “ that 
I am beside myself” She exulted too 
soon. The King was not to be balked 
of his vengeance. He refused to abide 
by the verdict of the Commission he him- 
self had packed, and arbitrarily changed 
the decree of banishment to imprison- 
ment for life in the Castle of Pignerol,— 
to solitary confinement, — wife, family, 
friends, not to be permitted to see the 
prisoner, or to write to him; even his 
valet was taken away. 

Thus the magnificent Surintendant dis- 
appeared from the world forever,—buried 
alive, but indomitable and cheerful. His 
last message to his wife was, ‘I am well. 
Keep up your courage ; I have enough 
for myself, and to spare.” 

“ We still hope for some relaxation,” 
Sévigné writes again ; but none ever came 
from the narrow-hearted, vindictive King. 
He exiled Roquesante, the judge who had 
shown the most kindness to Fouquet, and 
turned an Axyocat-Géncral out of oflice 
for saying that Pussort was a disgrace to 
the Parliament he belonged to. Madame 
Fouquet, the mother, famous for her book 
of prescriptions, ** Recueil de Recettes 
Choisies,” who had cured, or was suppos- 
ed to have cured, the Queen by a plaster 
of her composition, threw herself at the 
King’s feet, with her son’s wife and chil- 
dren. Their prayer was coldly refused, 
and they soon received an order to reside 
in remote parts of France. Time seem- 
ed to have no mollifying effect upon the 
animosity of the King. Six years later, 
a young man who attempted to carry a 
letter from Fouquet to his wife was sent 
to the galleys; and in 1676, fifteen years 
after the arrest, Madame de Montespan 
had not influence enough to obtain per- 
mission for Madame Fouquet and her 
children to visit the prisoner. 
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This cruel and illegal punishment last- 
ed for twenty years, until an attack of ap- 
oplexy placed the Surintendant beyond 
the reach of his torturer. So lost had he 
been in his living tomb, that it is a de- 
bated point whether he died in Pignerol 
or not. He has even been one of the 
candidates for the mysterious dignity of 
the Iron Mask. In his dungeon he could 
learn nothing of what was passing in the 
world. Lauzun, whose every-day life 
seemed more unreal and romantic than 
the dreams of ordinary men, was confin- 
ed in Pignerol. Active and daring as 
Jack Sheppard, he dug through the wall 
of his cell, and discovered that his next 
neighbor was Fouquet.. When he told his 
fellow-prisoner of his adventures and of 
his honors, how he had lost the place of 
Grand Master of the Artillery through 
Louvois, and had only missed being the 
acknowledged husband of the grand- 
daughter of Henry IV. because Madame 
de Montespan persuaded the King to 
withdraw his consent, Fouquet, who rec- 
ollected him as a poor cadet de famille, 
thought him crazy, and begged the jailer 
to haye him watched and properly cared 
for. 

The Surintendant had twice wounded 
the vanity of his King. He had presum- 
ed to have a more beautiful chdieau than 
his master, and had unluckily fancied the 
same woman. Louis revenged himself by 
burying his rival alive for twenty years. 
That Fouquet had plotted rebellion no- 
body believed. He was too wise a poli- 
tician not to know that the French were 
weary of civil war and could not be 
tempted to exchange one master for half 
a dozen military tyrants. That he had 
taken the public money for his own use 
was not denied, even by his friends ; 
and banishment would have been a just 
punishment, although, perhaps, a harsh 
one. For it is hardly fair to judge Fou- 
quet by our modern standard of financial 
honesty, low as that may be. We, at 
least, try to cover up jobs, contracts, and 
defalcations by professions or appearances. 
The difficulty of raising money for the ex- 
penses of Government in a state impoy- 
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erished by years of internal commotions 
had accustomed public men to strange 
and irregular expedients, and unserupu- 
lous financiers catch fine fish in troubled 
waters. Mazarin openly put thousands 
of livres into his pocket ; the Surintendant 
imitated him on a smaller scale. But, 
if he paid himself liberally for his ser- 
vices, he also showed energy and skill in 
his attempts to restore order and econo- 
my in the administration of the revenue. 
After his disgrace money was not much 
more plenty. France, it is true, tran- 
quil and secure within her borders, again 
showed signs of wealth, and was able to 
pay heavier taxes; but the King wasted 
them on his wars, his ch@teauz, and his mis- 
tresses, as recklessly as the Surintendant. 
He had no misgivings as to his right to 
spend the people’s money. From _ his 
principle, “ L’Etat, c’est moi,” followed 
the corollary, “ The income of the State 
is mine.” From 1664 to 1690 one hundred 
and sixteen millions of livres were laid 
out in unnecessary hdlels, chateaux, and 
gardens. Mis ministers imitated him at a 
humble distance. Louvois boasted that 
he had reached his fourteenth million at 
Meudon. “TI like,” said Louis, “ to have 
those who manage my affairs skilfully do 
a good business for themselves.” 

Before many years had passed, it was 
evident that Colbert, with all his energy 
and his systems, did not make both the 
financial ends meet any better than the 
Surintendant. A merchant of Paris, with 
whom he consulted, told him, — “ You 
found the cart upset on one side, and you 
have upset it on the other.” Colbert had 
tried to lighten it by striking eight mil- 
lions of rentes from the funded debt; but 
it was too deeply imbedded in the mire ; 
the shoulder of Hercules at the wheel 
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could not have extricated it. After Col- 
bert was removed, times grew harder. 
Long before the King’s death the finan- 
cial distress was greater than in the wars 
and days of the Fronde. Every possible 
contrivance by which money could be 
raised was resorted to. Lotteries were 
drawn, tontines established, letters of no- 
bility offered for sale at two thousand 
crowns each. Those who preferred offi- 
cial rank could buy the title of Councillor 
of State or of Commissioner of Police. New 
and profitable offices were created and 
disposed of to the highest bidder,—inspee- 
torships of wood, of hay, of wine, of but- 
ter. Arbitrary power, no matter wheth- 
er we call it sovereign prince or sover- 
eign people, falls instinctively into the 
same ways in all times and countries. 
The Demos of a neighboring State, abso- 
lute and greedy as any monarch, have 
furnished us with plenty of examples of 
this last imposition upon industry. Zeal- 
ous servants are rewarded and election- 
expenses paid by similar inspectorships 
and commissionerships, not only useless, 
but injurious, to every one except those 
who hold them. 

When these resources became exhaust- 
ed, a capitation-tax was laid, followed by 
an assessment of one tenth, and the adul- 
teration of the currency. ,The King cut 
off the pension-list, sold his plate, and dis- 
missed his servants. Misery and starva- 
tion laid waste the realm. At last, the 
pompous, “ stagy ” old monarch died, full 
of infirmities and of humiliations; and 
the road from the Boulevard to St. Denis 
was lined with booths as for a féte, and 
the people feasted, sang, and danced for 
joy that the tyrant was in his coffin. 
Time, the galantuomo, amply avenged 
Fouquet. 
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AMONG THE MORMONS. 


Tur approach to Salt Lake City from 
the east is surprisingly harmonious with 
the genius of Mormonism. Nature, usu- 
ally so unpliant to the spirit of people 
who live with her, showing a bleak and 
rugged face, which poetically should in- 
dicate the abode of savages and ogres, to 
Hans Christian Andersen and his hospi- 
table countrymen, but lavishing the eter- 
nal summer of her tropic sea upon bar- 
barians who eat baked enemy under her 
palms, or throw their babies to her croc- 
odiles, — this stiff, unaccommodating Na- 
ture relents into a little expressiveness 
in the neighborhood of the Mormons, and 
you feel that the grim, tremendous cafions 
through which your overland stage rolls 
down to the City of the Saints are 
strangely fit avenues to an anomalous 
civilization. 

We speak of crossing the Rocky Moun- 
tains from Denver to Salt Lake; but, in 
reality, they reach all the way between 
those places. ‘They are not a chain, as 
most Eastern people imagine them, but 
a giant ocean caught by petrifaction at 
the moment of maddest tempest. For 
six hundred miles the overland stage 
winds over, between, and around the 
tremendous billows, lying as much as 
may be in the trough, and reaching the 
crest at Bridger’s Pass, (a sinuous gallery, 
walled by absolutely bare yellow moun- 
tains between two and three thousand 
feet in height at the road-side,) but nev- 
er getting entirely out of the Rocky- 
Mountain system till it reaches the Des- 
ert beyond Salt Lake. Even there it 
runs constantly among mountains; in 
fact, it never loses sight of lofty ranges 
from the moment it makes Pike’s Peak 
till its wheels (metaphorically) are wash- 
ed by the Pacifie Ocean; but the moun- 
tains of the Desert may legitimately set 
up for themselves, belonging, as I be- 
lieve, to a system independent of the 
Rocky Mountains on the one side and 
the Sierra Nevada on the other. At a 


little plateau among snowy ridges a few 
miles east of Bridger’s Pass, the driver 
leans over and tells his insiders, in a mat- 
ter-of-fact manner, through the window, 
that they have reached the summit-level. 
Then, if you have a particle of true cos-- 
mopolitanism in you, it is sure to come 
out. There is something indescribably 
sublime, a conception of universality, in 
that sense of standing on the water-shed 
of a hemisphere. You have reached the 
secret spot where the world clasps her 
girdle; your feet are on its granite buck- 
le; perhaps there sparkles in your eyes 
that fairest gem of her cincture, a crys- 
tal fountain, from which her belt of riv- 
ers flows in two opposite ways. Yester- 
day you crossed the North Platte, almost 
at its source (for it rises out of the snow 
among the Wind-River Mountains, and 
out of your stage-windows you can see, 
from Laramie Plains, the Lander’s Peak 
which Bierstadt has made immortal) ; that 
stream runs into the sea from whose his- 
toric shores you came; you might drop a 
waif upon its ripples with the hope of its 
reaching New Orleans, New York, Bos- 
ton, or even Liverpool. To-morrow you 
will be ferried over Green River, as near 
its source, — a stream whose cradle is in 
the same snow-peaks as the Platte, — 
whose mysterious middle - life, under the 
new name of the Colorado, flows at the 
bottom of those tremendous fissures, three 
thousand feet deep, which have become 
the wonder of the geologist, — whose 
grave, when it has dribbled itself away in- 
to the dotage of shallows and quicksands, 
is the desert-margined Gulf of California 
and the Pacific Sea. Between Green Riv- 
er and the Mormon city no human interest 
divides your perpetually strained atten- 
tion with Nature. Fort Bridger, a little 
over a day’s stage-ride east of the city, is 
a large and quite a populous trading-post 
and garrison of the United States; but 
although we found there a number of 
agreeable officers, whose acquaintance 
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with their wonderful surroundings was 
thorough and scientific, and though at 
that period the fort was a rendezvous for 
our only faithful friend among the Utah 
Indians, Washki, the Snake chief, and 
that handful of his tribe who still re- 
mained loyal to their really noble leader 
and our Government, Fort Bridger left 
the shadowiest of impressions on my mind, 
compared with the natural glories of the 
surrounding scenery. 

Mormondom being my theme, and my 
space so limited, I must resist the temp- 
tation to give detailed accounts of the 
many marvellous masterpieces of mimetic 
art into which we find the rocks of this 
region everywhere carved by the hand 
of Nature. Before we came to the North 
Platte, we were astonished by a ship, 
equalling the Great Eastern in size, even 
surpassing it in beauty of outline, its 
masts of columnar sandstone snapped by 
a storm, its prodigious hulk laboring in 
a gloomy sea of hornblendic granite, its 
deck-houses, shapen with perfect accuracy 
of imitation, still remaining in their place, 
and a weird-looking demon at the wheel 
steering it on to some invisible destruc- 
tion. This naval statue (if its bulk for- 
bid not the name) was carved out of a 
coarse millstone-grit by the chisel of the 
wind, with but slicht assistance from the 
infrequent rain-storms of this region. In 
Colorado I first began to perceive how vast 
an omission geologists had been guilty of 
in their failure to give the wind a place 
in the dynamics of their science. Depend- 
ing for a year at a time, as that Territory 
sometimes does, upon dews and meltings 
from the snow-peaks for its water, it is 
nevertheless fuller than any other district 
in the world of marvellous architectural 
simulations, vast cemeteries crowded with 
monuments, obelisks, castles, fortresses, 
and natural colossi from two to five hun- 
dred feet high, done in argillaceous sand- 
stone ora singular species of conglomerate, 
all of which owe their existence almost 
entirely to the agency of wind. The arid 
plains from which the conglomerate crops 
out rarefy the superincumbent air-stratum 
to such a degree that the intensely chilled 
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layers resting on the closely adjoining 
snow-peaks pour down to reéstablish equi- 
librium, with the wrathful force of an in- 
visible cataract, eight, ten, even seventeen 
thousand feet in height. These floods of 
cold wind find their appropriate channels 
in the characteristic caftons which every- 
where furrow the whole Rocky-Mountain 
system to its very base. Most of these are 
exceedingly tortuous, and the descending 
winds, during their passage through them, 
acquire a spiral motion as irresistible as 
the fiercest hurricane of the Antilles, 
which, moreover, they preserve for miles 
after they have issued from the mouth 
of the canon. Every little cold gust 
that I observed in the Colorado coun- 
try had this corkscrew character. The 
moment the spiral reaches a loose sand- 
bed, it sweeps into its vortex all the par- 
ticles of grit which it can hold. The 
result is an auger, of diameter varying 
from an inch to a thousand feet, capa- 
ble of altering its direction so as to bore 
curved holes, revolving with incalcula- 
ble rapidity, and armed with a cutting 
edge of silex. Is it possible to conceive 
an instrument more powerful, more ver- 
satile? Indeed, practically, there is no 
description of surface, no kind of cut, 
which it is not capable of making. I 
have repeatedly seen it in operation. 
One day, while riding from Denver to 
Pike’s Peak, I saw it (in this instance, 
one of the smaller diameters) burrow its 
way six or seven feet into a sand-bluff, 
making as smooth a hole as I could cut 
in cheese with a borer, of the equal di- 
ameter of six inches throughout, all in 
less time than I have taken to describe it. 
Repeatedly, on the same trip, I saw it 
gouge out a circular groove around por- 
tions of a similar bluff, and leave them 
standing as isolated columns, with heavy 
base and capital, presently to be solidi- 
fied into just such rock pillars as throng 
the cemeteries or aid in composing the 
strange architectural piles mentioned 
above. Surveyor-General Pierce of Col- 
orado, (a man whose fine scientific gen- 
ius and culture have already done yeo- 
man’s service in the study of that most 
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interesting Territory,) on a certain occa- 
sion, saw one of these wind-and-silex au- 
gers meet at right angles a window-pane 
in a settler’s cabin, which came out from 
the process, after a few seconds, a per- 
fect opaque shade, having been convert- 
ed into ground-glass as neatly and even- 
ly as could have been effected by the 
manufacturer’s wheel. It is not a very 
rare thing in Colorado to be able to trace 
the spiral and measure the diameter of 
the auger by rocks of fifty pounds’ weight 
and tree-trunks half as thick as an aver- 
age man’s waist, torn up from their sites, 
and sent revolving overhead for miles be- 
fore the windy turbine loses its impetus. 
The efficiency of an instrument like this 
I need not dwell upon. After some pro- 
tracted examination and study of many 
of the most interesting architectural and 
sculpturesque structures of the Rocky- 
Mountain system, I am conyinced that 
they are mainly explicable on the hy- 
pothesis of the wind-and-silex instrument 
operating upon material in the earthy 
condition, which petrified after receiving 
its form. Indeed, this same instrument 
is at present nowise restricted by that 
condition in Colorado, and is not only, 
year by year, altering the conformation 
of all sand and clay bluffs on the Plains, 
but is tearing down, rebuilding, and fash- 
ioning on its facile lathe many rock-strata 
of the solidity of the more friable grits, 
wherever exposed to its action. Water 
at the East does hardly more than wind 
at the West. 

Before we enter the City of the Saints, 
let me briefly describe the greatest, not 
merely of the architectural curiosities, 
but, in my opinion, the greatest natu- 
ral curiosity of any kind which T have 
ever seen or heard of. Mind, too, that 
I remember Niagara, the Cedar- Creek 
Bridge, and the Mammoth Cave, when 
I speak thus of the Church Buties. 

They are situated a short distance from 
Fort Bridger; the overland road passes 
by their side. They consist of a sand- 
stone bluff, reddish-brown in color, rising 
with the abruptness of a pile of mason- 
ry from the perfectly level plain, carved 
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along its perpendicular face into a series 
of partially connected religious edifices, 
the most remarkable of which is a cathe- 
dral as colossal as St. Peter’s, and com- 
pletely relieved from the bluff on all sides 
save the rear, where a portico joins it with 
the main precipice. The perfect sym- 
metry of this marvellous structure would 
ravish Michel Angelo. So far from re- 
quiring an effort of imagination to recog- 
nize the propriety of its name, this church 
almost staggers belief in the unassisted 
naturalness of its architecture. It be- 
longs to a style entirely its own. Its 
main and lower portion is not divided 
into nave and transept, but seems like a 
system of huge semi-cylinders erected on 
their bases, and united with reéntrant 
angles, their convex surfaces toward us, 
so that the ground-plan might be called 
a species of quatre-foil. In each of the 
convex faces is an admirably proportion- 
ed door-way, a Gothic arch with deep- 
carved and elaborately fretted mould- 
ings, so wonderfully perfect in its imita- 
tion that you almost feel like knocking 
for admittance, secure of an entrance, did 
you only know the “* Open sesame.” Be- 
tween and behind the doors, alternating 
with flying-buttresses, are aseries of deep- 
niched windows, set with grotesque stat- 
ues, varying from the pigmy to the colos- 
sal size, representing demons rather than 
saints, though some of the figures are cos- 
tumed in the style of religious art, with 
flowing sacerdotal garments. 

The structure terminates above in a 
double dome, whose figure may be im- 
agined by supposing a small acorn set 
on the truncated top of a large one, 
(the horizontal diameter of both being 
considerably longer in proportion to the 
perpendicular than is common with that 
fruit,) and each of these domes is sur- 
rounded by a row of prism-shaped pil- 
lars, half column, half buttress in their 
effect, somewhat similar to the exquisite 
columnar entourage of the central cylin- 
der of the leaning tower of Pisa. The 
result of this arrangement is an aérial, yet 
massive beauty, without parallel in the 
architecture of the world. I have not 
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conveyed to any mind an idea of the 
grandeur of this pile, nor could I, even 
with the assistance of a diagram. I can 
only say that the Cathedral Buttes are a 
lesson for the architects of all Christen- 
dom, —a purely novel and original crea- 
tion, of such marvellous beauty that Bier- 
stadt and I simultaneously exclaimed, — 
“Oh that the master-builders of the world 
could come here even for a single day! 
The result would be an entirely new style 
of architecture,—an American school, as 
distinct from all the rest as the Ionic from 
the Gothic or Byzantine.” If they could 
come, the art of building would have a 
regeneration. “ Amazing” is the only 
word for this glorious work of Nature. I 
could have bowed down with awe and 
prayed at one of its vast, inimitable door- 
ways, but that the mystery of its creation, 
and the grotesqueness of even its most glo- 
rious statues, made one half dread lest it 
were some temple built by demon-hands 
for the worship of the Lord of Hell, and 
sealed in the stone-dream of petrifaction, 
with its priests struck dumb within it, by 
the hand of God, to wait the judgment 
of Eblis and the earthquakes of the Last 
Day. 

After leaving Church Buttes and pass- 
ing Fort Bridger, our attention slept upon 
what it had seen until we entered the re- 
gion of the cafions. These are defiles, 
channelled across the whole breadth of the 
Wahsatch Mountains almost to the level 
of their base, walled by precipices of red 
sandstone or sugar-loaf granite, compar- 
ed with which the Palisades of the Hud- 
son become insignificant as a garden- 
fence. The least poetical man who trayv- 
erses these giant fissures cannot help feel- 
ing their fitness as the avenues to a par- 
adoxical region, an anomalous civiliza- 
tion, and a people whose psychological 
problem is the most unsolvable of the 
nineteenth century. During the Mormon 
War, Brigham Young made some rude 
attempts at a fortification of the great 
Echo Cafion, half a day’s journey from 
his city, and this work still remains intact. 
He need not have done it; a hundred 
men, ambushed among the ledges at the 
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top of the cafon-walls, and well provided 
with loose rocks and Minié-rifles, could 
convert the defile into a new Thermop- 
yle, without exposure to themselves. In 
an older and more superstitious age, the 
unassisted horrors of Nature herself would 
have repelled an invading host from the 
passage of this grizzly cafion, as the pro- 
fane might have been driven from the 
galleries of Isis or Eleusis. 

About forty miles from Salt Lake City 
we began to find Nature’s barrenness suc- 
cunbing to the truly marvellous industry 
of the Mormon people. To understand 
the exquisite beauty of simple green grass, 
you must travel through eight hundred 
miles of sage-brush and grama, — the 
former, the homely gray-leaved plant of 
our Eastern goose-stuffing, grown into a 
dwarf tree six feet high, with a twisted 
trunk sometimes as thick as a man’s body ; 
the latter, a stunted species of herbage, 
growing in ash-tinted spirals, only two 
inches from the ground, and giving the 
Plains an appearance of being matted 
with curled hair or gray corkscrews. Its 
other name is “ buffalo- grass”; and in 
spite of its dinginess, with the assistance 
of the sage, converting all the Plains west 
of Fort Kearney into a model Quaker 
landscape, it is one of the most nutritious 
varieties of cattle-fodder, and for hun- 
dreds of miles the emigrant-drover’s only 
dependence. 

By incredible labor, bringing down riv- 
ulets from the snow-peaks of the Wah- 
satch range and distributing them over the 
levels by every ingenious device known 
to artificial irrigation, the Mormon farm- 
ers have converted the bottoms of the 
canons through which we approached 
Salt Lake into fertile fields and pasture- 
lands, whose emerald sweep soothed our 
eyes wearied with so many leagues of ash- 
en monotony, as an old home-strain mol- 
lifies the ear irritated by the protracted 
rhythmic clash or the dull, steady buzz 
of iron machinery. Contrasting the Mor- 
mon settlements with their surrounding 
desolation, we could not wonder that their 
success has fortified this people in their 
delusion. The superficial student of re- 
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wards and punishments might well believe 
that none but God’s chosen people could 
cause this horrible desert, after such trium- 
phant fashion, to blossom like the rose. 
The close observer soon notices a pain- 
ful deficiency in these green and smiling 
Mormon settlements. Everything has 
been done for the farm, — nothing for 
the home. ‘That blessed old Anglo-Sax- 
on idea seems everywhere quite ex- 
tinct. The fields are billowing over with 
dense, golden grain, the cattle are wal- 
lowing in emerald lakes of juicy grass, 
the barns are substantial, the family- 
windmill buzzes merrily on its well-oiled 
pivot, drawing water or grinding feed, 
the fruit-trees are thrifty,—but the house 
is desolate. Even where its owner is 
patticularly well off, and its architecture 
somewhat more ambitious than the aver- 
age, (though, as yet, this superiority is 
measured by little more than the dif- 
ference between logs and clapboards,) 
there is still no air about it of being the 
abode of happy people, fond of each oth- 
er, and longing after it in absence. It 
looks like a mere inclosure to eat and 
sleep in. Nobody seems to have taken 
any pride in it, to feel any ambition for 
it. Woman’s tender little final touches, 
which make a dear refuge out of a mud- 
cabin, and without which palatial brown- 
stone is only a home in the moulding-clay, 
—those dexterous ornamentations which 
make so little mean so much,—the brier- 
rose-slip by the doorstep, growing into the 
fragrant welcome of many Junes, — the 
trellised Madeira-vines, — the sunny spot 
of chrysanthemums, charming summer on 
to the very brink of frost, —all these things 
are utterly and everywhere lacking to the 
Mormon inclosure. Sometimes we pass- 
ed a fence which guarded three houses 
instead of one. Abundant progeny play- 
ed at their doors, or rolled in their yard, 
watched by several unkempt, bedraggled 
mothers owning a common husband,—and 
we could easily understand how neither 
of these should feel much interest in the 
looks of a demesne held by them in 
such unhappy partnership. The humblest 
New- England cottage has its climbing 
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flowers at the door - post, or its garden- 
bed in front; but how quickly would 
these wither, if the neat, brisk house-mis- 
tress owned her husband in common with 
Mrs. Deacon Pratt next door ! 

The first Mormon household I ever 
visited belonged to a son of the famous 
Heber Kimball, Brigham Young’s most 
devoted follower, and next to him in the 
Presidency. It was the last stage-station 
but one before we entered Salt Lake, sit- 
uated at the bottom of a green valley in 
Parley’s Cafion (named after the cele- 
brated Elder, Parley Pratt); and as it 
looked like the residence of a well-to-do 
farmer, I went in, and asked for a bowl 
of bread and milk,—the greatest possible 
luxury after a life of bacon and salt-spring 
water, such as we had been leading in 
the mountains. A fine-looking, motherly 
woman, with a face full of character, gray- 
haired, and about sixty years old, rose 
promptly to grant my request, and while 
the horses were changing I had ample 
time to make the acquaintance of two 
pretty young girls, hardly over twenty, 
holding two infants, of ages not more than 
three months apart. Green as I was to 
saintly manners, I supposed that one of 
these two young mothers had run in from 
a neighbor’s to compare babies with the 
mistress of the house, after our Eastern 
fashion, uniyersal with the owners of ju- 
venile phenomena. When the old lady 
came back with the bread and milk, and 
both of the young girls addressed her as 
“mother,” I was emboldened to tell her 
that her daughters had a pretty pair of 
children. 

“ They are pretty,” said the old lady, 
demurely ; “but they are the children 
of my son”; then, as if resolved to duck 
a Gentile head and heels into Mormon 
realities at once, she added, — “ Those 
young ladies are the wives of my son, 
who is now gone on a mission to Liver- 
pool, — young Mr. Kimball, the son of 
Heber Kimball; and I am Heber Kim- 
ball’s wife.” 

A cosmopolitan, especially one know- 
ing beforehand that Utah was not dis- 
tinguished for monogamy, might well be 
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ashamed to be so taken off his feet as 
I was by my first view of Mormonism in 
its practical workings. I stared, —I be- 
lieve I blushed a little,—I tried to stutter 
a reply; and the one dreadful thought 
which persistently kept uppermost, so that 
I felt they must read it in my face, was, 
“ Tlow can these young women sit look- 
ing at each other's babies without flying 
into each other's faces with their finger- 
nails, and tearing out each other’s hair?” 
Heber Kimball afterwards solved the 
question for me, by saying that it was a 
triumph of grace. 

Such another triumph was Mrs. Heber 
Kimball herself. She was a woman of 
remarkable presence, in youth must have 
been very handsome, would have been 
the oracle of tea- fights, the ruling spirit 
of donation-visits, in any Eastern village 
where she might have lived, and, had 
her home been New York, would have 
fallen by her own gravity into the Chief 
Directress’s chair of half a dozen Wom- 
an’s Aid Societies and Associations for 
Moral Reform. Yet here was this strong- 
minded woman, as her husband after- 
ward acknowledged to me, his best coun- 
sellor and right-hand helper through a 
married life reaching into middle - age, 
witnessing her property in that husband’s 
affections subdivided and parcelled out 
until she owned but a one-thirtieth share, 
not only without a pang, but with the 
acquiescence of her conscience and the 
approbation of her intellect. Though few 
first wives in Utah had learned to look 
concubinage in the face so late in life as 


gest psychological problems I ever met. 
Indeed, I am half inclined to think that 
she embraced Mormonism earlier than 
her husband, and, by taking the initia- 
tive, secured for herself the only true 
wifely place in the harem, — the marital 
after-thoughts of Brother Heber being 
her servants rather than her sisters. She 
was most unmistakably his favorite. 

One day in the Opera- House at Salt 
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Lake, when the carpenters were laying 
the floor for the Fourth-of-July-Eve Ball, 
Heber and J got talking of the pot-pourri 
of nationalities assembled in Utah. He- 
ber waxed unctuously benevolent, and 
expressed his affection for each succeed- 
ing race as fast as mentioned, 

“ Tlove the Danes dearly! I’ve got 
a Danish wife.” Then turning toa rough- 
looking carpenter, hammering near him, 
—‘ You know Christiny,—eh, Brother 
Spudge ?” 

“ Oh, yes! know her very well!” 

A moment after,—‘‘ The Irish are a 
dear people. My Irish wife is among the 
best I’ve got.” 

Again,—‘I love the Germans! Gota 
Dutch wife, too! Know Katrine, Broth- 
er Spudge ? Remember she could n’t 
scarcely talk a word o’ English when she 
come, — ch, Brother Spudge ?” 

Brother Spudge remembered, — and 
Brother Heber continued to trot out the 
members of his marital stud for discus- 
sion of their points with his more humble 
fellow- polygamist of the hammer; but 
when I happened to touch upon the 
earliest Mrs. Heber, whom I naturally 
thought he would by this time regard as 
a forgotten fossil in the Lower Silurian 
strata of his connubial life, and referred 
to the interview I had enjoyed with her 
on the afternoon before entering the city, 
his whole manner changed to a proper 
husbandly dignity, and, without seeking 
corroboration from the carpenter, he re- 
plied, gravely, — 

“Yes! that is my first wife, and the 
best woman God ever made!” 

The ball to which I have referred was 
such an opportunity for studying Mormon 
sociology as three months’ ordinary stay 
in Salt Lake might not have given me. 
Though Mormondom is disloyal to the 
core, it still patronizes the Fourth of July, 
at least in its phase of festivity, omitting 
the patriotign, but keeping the fireworks 
of our Eastern celebration, substituting 
“Utah” for “ Union” in the Buncombe 
speeches, and having a ball instead of 
the Declaration of Independence. All 
the saints within half a day’s ride of the 
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city come flocking into it to spend the 
Fourth. A well-to-do Mormon at the 
head of his wives and children, all of 
whom are probably eating candy as they 
march through the metropolitan streets 
in solid column, looks to the uninitiated 
like the principal of a female seminary, 
weak in its deportment, taking out his 
charge for an airing. 

Last Fourth of July, it may be remem- 
bered, fell on a Saturday. 
bition to reproduce ancient Judaism (and 
this ambition is the key to their whole 
puzzle) the Mormons are Sabbatarians 
of a strictness which would delight Lord 
Shaftesbury. Accordingly, in order that 
their festivities might not encroach on the 
early hours of the Sabbath, they had the 
ball on Fourth-of-July eve, instead of the 
night of the Fourth. I could not realize 
the risk of such an encroachment when I 
read the following sentence printed on my 
billet of invitation : — 

“ Dancing to commence at 4 P. M.” 

Bierstadt, myself, and three gentlemen 
of our party were the only Gentiles whom 
I found invited by President Young to 
meet in the neighborhood of three thou- 
sand saints. Under these circumstances 
I felt like the three-thousandth homeo- 
pathic dilution of monogamy. Morality 
in this world is so mainly a matter of con- 
vention that I dreaded to appear in de- 
cent polygamic society, lest respectable 
women, owning their orthodox tenth of 
a husband, should shrink from the pollu- 
tion of my presence, whispering, with a 
shudder, “Ugh! Well, Inever! How 
that one-wifed reprobate can dare to 
show his face!” But they were very 
polite, and received me with as skilfully 
veiled disapprobation as is shown by fash- 
ionable Eastern belles to brilliant seducers 
immoral in our sense. Had I been a 
woman, I suppose there would have been 
no mercy for me. 

T sought out our entertainer, Brigham 
Young, to thank him for the flattering 
exception made in our Gentile favor. He 
was standing in the dress-circle of the 
theatre, looking down on the dancers with 
an air of mingled hearty kindness and 
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feudal ownership. I could excuse the 
latter, for Utah belongs to him of right. 
He may justly say of it, ‘ Is not this 
great Babylon which I have built ?” 
His sole executive tact and personal fas- 
cination are the key-stone of the entire 
arch of Mormon society. While he re- 
mains, eighty thousand (and increasing) 
of the most heterogeneous souls that could 
be swept together from the by-ways of 
Christendom will continue builded up in- 
to a coherent nationality. The instant 
he crumbles, Mormondom and Mormon- 
ism will fall to pieces at once, irrepara- 
bly. Tis individual magnetism, his ex- 
ecutive tact, his native benevolence, are 
all immense ; I regard him as Louis Na- 
poleon, plus a heart ; but these advanta- 
ges would avail him little with the dead- 
in-earnest fanatics who rule Utah under 
him, and the entirely persuaded fanatics 
whom they rule, were not his qualities 
all coordinated in this one,—absolute sin- 
cerity of belief and motive. Brigham 
Young is the farthest remove on earth 
from a hypocrite; he is that grand, yet 
awful sight in human nature, a man who 
has brought the loftiest Christian self-de- 
votion to the altar of the Devil, — who 
is ready to suffer crucifixion for Bar- 
abbas, supposing him Christ. Be sure, 
that, were he a hypocrite, the Union 
would have nothing to fear from Utah. 
When he dies, at least four hostile factions, 
which find their only common ground in 
deification of his person, will snatch his 
mantle at opposite corners. Then will 
come such a rending as the world has 
not seen since the Macedonian generals 
fought over the coflin of Alexander, — 
and then Mormonism will go out of 
Geography into the History of Popular 
Delusions. There is not a single chief, 
apostle, or bishop, except Brigham, who 
possesses any catholicity of influence. I 
found this tacitly acknowledged in every 
quarter. The people seem like citizens 
of a beleaguered town, who know they 
have but a definite amount of bread, yet 
have made up their minds to act while 
it lasts as if there were no such thing as 
starvation. The greatest comfort you 
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can afford a Mormon is to tell him how 
young Brigham looks; for the quick, un- 
conscious sequence is, ‘* Then Brigham 
may last out my time.” Those who think 
at all have no conjecture of any Mor- 
mon future beyond him, and I know that 
many Mormons (Heber Kimball includ- 
ed) would gladly die to-day rather than 
survive him and encounter that judg- 
ment-day and final perdition of their faith 
which must dawn on his new-made grave. 

Well, we may give them this com- 
fort without any insincerity. Let us re- 
turn to where he stands gazing down on 
the parquet. Like any Eastern party- 
goer, he is habited in the ‘“ customary 
suit of solemn black,” and looks very 
distinguished in this dress, though his dai- 
ly homespun detracts nothing from the 
feeling, when in his presence, that you 
are beholding a most remarkable man. 
He is nearly seventy years old, but ap- 
pears very little over forty. His height 
is about five feet ten inches; his figure 
very well made and slightly inclining to 
portliness. His hair is a rich curly chest- 
nut, formerly worn long, in supposed im- 
itation of the apostolic coiffure, but now 
cut in our practical Eastern fashion, as 
accords with the man of business, whose 
métier he has added to apostleship with 
the growing temporal prosperity of Zion. 
Indeed, he is the greatest business-man 
on the continent, — the cashier of a firm 
of eighty thousand silent partners, and the 
only auditor of that cashier, besides. If I 
to-day signified my conversion to Mormon- 
ism, to-morrow I should be baptized by 
Brigham’s hands. The next day I should 
be invited to appear at the Church-Office 
(Brigham’s) and exhibit to the Church 
(Brigham) a faithful inventory of my en- 
tire estate. I am a cabinet- maker, let 
us say, and have brought to Salt Lake 
the entire earnings of my New-York shop, 
—twenty thousand dollars. The Church 
(Brigham sole and simple) examines and 
approves my inventory. It (Brigham 
alone) has the absolute decision of the 
question whether any more cabinet-mak- 
ers are needed in Utah. If the Church 
(Brigham) says, “No,” it (Brigham 
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again) has the right to tell me where 
labor is wanted, and set me going in my 
new occupation. If the Church (Brig- 
ham) says, ‘* Yes,” it further goes on to 
inform me, without appeal, exactly what 
proportion of the twenty thousand dol- 
lars on my inventory can be properly 
turned into the channels of the new cabi- 
net-shop. Iam making no extraordina- 
ry or disproportionate supposition when 
TI say that the Church (Brigham) permits 
me to retain just one-half of my proper- 
ty. The remaining ten thousand dollars 
goes into the Church- Fund, (Brigham’s 
Herring-safe,) and from that portion of 
my life’s savings I never hear again, in the 
form either of capital, interest, bequeath- 
able estate, or dower to my widow. Ex- 
cept for the purposes of the Church, (Brig- 
ham’s unquestionable will,) my ten thou- 
sand dollars is as though it had not been. 
I am a sincere believer, however, and 
go home light-hearted, with a certified 
check written by the Recording Angel 
on my conscience for that amount, pass- 
ed to my credit in the bank where thieves 
break not through nor steal, — it being 
no more accessible to them than to the 
depositor, which is a comfort to the lat- 
ter. The first year I net from my chairs 
and tables two thousand dollars. The 
Church (Brigham) sends me another in- 
vitation to visit it, make a solemn aver- 
ment of the sum, and pay over to that 
ecclesiastical edifice, the Herring - safe, 
two hundred dollars. Or suppose I have 
not sold any of my wares as yet, but have 
only imported, to be sold by-and- by, 
five hundred Boston rockers. On learn- 
ing this fact, the Church (Brigham) gra- 
ciously accepts fifty for its own purposes. 
— Being founded upon a rock, it does 
not care, in its collective capacity, to sit 
upon rockers, but has an immense series 
of warehouses, omnivorous and eupeptic, 
which swallow all manner of tithes, from 
grain and horseshoes to the less stable 
commodities of fresh fish and melons, as- 
similating them by admirable processes 
into coin of the realm. These ware- 
houses are in the Church (Brigham’s own 
private) inclosure. —If success in my 
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cabinet-making has moved me to give a 
feast, and I thereat drink more healths 
than are consistent with my own, the 
Church surely knows that fact the very 
next day; and as Utah recognizes no 
impunitive “ getting drunk in the bosom 
of one’s family,” I am again sent for, on 
this occasion to pay a fine, probably ex- 
ceeding the expenses of my feast. A sec- 
ond offence is punished with imprison- 
ment as well as fine; for no imprison- 
ment avoids fine, —this comes in every 
case. ‘The hand of the Church holds the 
souls of the saints by inevitable purse- 
strings. But I cannot waste time by 
enumerating the multitudinous lapses and 
offences which all bring revenue to the 
Herring-safe. 

Over all these matters Brigham Young 
has supreme control. His power is the 
most despotic known to mankind. Here, 
by the way, is the constitutionally vul- 
nerable point of Mormonism. If fear of 
establishing a bad precedent hinder the 
United States at any time from breaking 
up that nest of all disloyalty, because of 
its licentious marriage-institutions, Utah 
is still open to grave punishment, and the 
Administration inflicting it would have 
duty as well as vested right upon its side, 
on the ground that it stands pledged to 
secure to cach of the nation’s constituent 
sections a republican form of government, 
—something which Utah has never en- 
joyed any more than Timbuctoo. I once 
asked Brigham if Dr. Bernhisel would be 
likely to get to Congress again. ‘ No,” 
he replied, with perfect certainty ; “we 
shall send ——— as our Delegate.” (I 
think he mentioned Colonel Kinney, but 
do not remember absolutely.) Whoever 
it was, when the time came, Brigham 
would send in his name to the ‘“ Deseret 
News,” — whose office, like everything 
else valuable and powerful, is in his n- 
closure. It would be printed as a matter 
of course ; a counter-nomination is utter- 
ly unheard of ; and on election-day 
would be Delegate as surely as the sun 
rose. The mountain-stream that irri- 
gates the city, flowing to all the gardens 
through open ditthes on each side of the 
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street, passes through Brigham’s inclos- 
ure : if the saints needed drought to hum- 
ble them, he could set back the waters to 
their source. The road to the only canon 
where firewood is attainable runs through 
the same close, and is barred by a gate 
of which he holds the sole key. A family- 
man, wishing to cut fuel, must ask his 
leave, which is generally granted on con- 
dition that every third or fourth load is 
deposited in the inclosure, for Church-pur- 
poses. Thus everything vital, save the 
air he breathes, reaches the Mormon only 
through Brigham’s sieve. What more ab- 
solute despotism is conceivable ? Here 
lies the pou-sto for the lever of Govern- 
mental interference. The mere fact of 
such power resting in one man’s irrespon- 
sible hands is a crime against the Consti- 
tution. At the same time, this power, 
wonderful as it may seem, is practically 
wielded for the common good. I never 
heard Brigham’s worst enemies accuse 
him of peculation, though such immense 
interests are controlled by his one pair of 
hands. His life is all one great theoret- 
ical mistake, yet he makes fewer practi- 
cal mistakes than any other man, so situ- 
ated, whom the world ever saw. ‘Those 
he does make are not on the side of self. 
He merges his whole personality in the 
Church, with a self-abnegation which 
would establish in business a whole cen- 
tury of martyrs having a worthy cause. 
The cut of Brigham’s hair led me away 
from his personal description. ‘To return 
to it: his eyes are a clear blue-gray, 
frank and straightforward in their look ; 
his nose a finely chiselled aquiline ; his 
mouth exceedingly firm, and fortified in 
that expression by a chin almost as pro- 
trusive beyond the rest of the profile as 
Charlotte Cushman’s, though less notice- 
ably so, being longer than hers; and he 
wears a narrow ribbon of brown beard, 
meeting under the chin. I think I have 
heard Captain Burton say that he had 
irregular teeth, which made his smile 
unpleasant. Since the Captain’s visit, 
our always benevolent President, Mr. 
Lincoln, has altered all that, sending 
out as Territorial Secretary a Mr. Ful- 
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ler, who, besides being a successful pol- 
itician, was an excellent dentist. He 
secured Brigham’s everlasting gratitude 
by making him a very handsome false 
set, and performing the same service for 
all of his favorite, but edentate wives. 
Several other apostles of the Lord owe 
to Mr. Fuller their ability to gnash 
their teeth against the Gentiles. The 
result was that he became the most 
popular Federal officer (who did n’t turn 
Mormon) ever sent to Utah. The man 
who obtains ascendency over the mouths 
of the authorities cannot fail ere-long 
to get their ears. 

Brigham’s manners astonish any one 
who knows that his only education was 
a few quarters of such common-school 
experience as could be had in Ontario 
County, Central New York, during the 
early part of the century. ‘There are 
few courtlier men living. His address is 
a fine combination of dignity with the 
desire to confer happiness, — of perfect 
deference to the feelings of others with 
absolute certainty of himself and his own 
opinions. He is a remarkable example 
of the educating influence of tactful per- 
ception, combined with entire singleness 
of aim, considered quite apart from its 
moral character. Tis early life was pass- 
ed among the uncouth and illiterate; his 
daily associations, since he embraced 
Mormonism, have been with the least 
cultivated grades of human society, —a 
heterogeneous peasant-horde, looking to 
him for erection into a nation: yet he 
has so clearly seen what is requisite in 
the man who would be respected in the 
Presidency, and has so unreservedly de- 
voted his life to its attainment, that in 
protracted conversations with him I heard 
only a single solecism, (‘‘a’n’t you” for 
“are n’t you,”) and saw not one instance 
of breeding which would be inconsistent 
with noble lineage. 

I say all this good of him frankly, dis- 
regarding any slur that may be cast on me 
as his defender by those broad-effect art- 
ists who always paint the Devil black, — 
for I think it high time that the Mormon 
enemies of our American Idea should be 
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plainly understood as far more danger- 
ous antagonists than hypocrites or idiots 
can ever hope to be. Let us not twice 
commit the blunder of underrating our 
foes. 

Brigham began our conversation at the 
theatre by telling me I was late, — it 
was after nine o’clock. I replied, that this 
was the time we usually set about dress- 
ing for an evening party in Boston or 
New York. 

** Yes,” said he, ‘you find us an old- 
fashioned people; we are trying to re- 
turn to the healthy habits of patriarchal 
times.” 

‘“* Need you go back so far as that for 
your parallel?” suggested I. “ It strikes 
me that we might have found four-o’clock 
balls among the early Christians.” 

He smiled, without that offensive af- 
fectation of some great men, the air of 
taking another's joke under their gra- 
cious patronage, and went on to remark 
that there were, unfortunately, multitu- 
dinous differences between the Mormons 
and Americans at the East, besides the 
hours they kept. 

“You find us,” said he, “trying to 
live peaceably. A sojourn with people 
thus minded must be a great relief to you, 
who come from a land where brother 
hath lifted hand against brother, and you 
hear the confused noise of the warrior 
perpetually ringing in your ears.” 

Despite the courtly deference and 
Scriptural dignity of this speech, I de- 
tected in it a latent crow over that “per- 
ished Union” which was the favorite 
theme of every saint I met in Utah, and 
hastened to assure the President that I 
had no desire for relief from sympathy 
with my country’s struggle for honor and 
existence. 

“Ah!” he replied, in a voice slightly 
tinged with sarcasm. ‘ You differ great- 
ly, then, from multitudes of your coun- 
trymen, who, since the draft began to be 
talked of, have passed through Salt Lake, 
flying westward from the crime of their 
brothers’ blood.” 

“T do indeed.” 

“ Still, they are excellent men. Brother 


& 


1864. ] Among the 
Heber Kimball and myself are every 
week invited to address a train of them 
down at Emigrant Square. They are 
honest, peaceful people. You call them 
‘ Copperheads,’ I believe. But they are 
real, true, good men. We find them 
very truth-seeking, remarkably open to 
conviction. Many of them have stayed 
with us. Thus the Lord makes the wrath 
of man to praise Him. The Abolition- 
ists —the same people who interfered 
with our institutions, and drove us out 
into the wilderness — interfered with the 
Southern institutions till they broke up 
the Union. But it ’s all coming out 
right, —a great deal better than we 
could have arranged it for ourselves. 
The men who flee from Abolitionist op- 
pression come out here to our ark of 
refuge, and people the asylum of God’s 
chosen. You ‘ll all be out here before 
Jong. Your Union’s gone forever. Fight- 
ing only makes matters worse. When 
your country has become a desolation, 
we, the saints whom you cast out, will 
forget all your sins against us, and give 
you a home.” 

There was something so preposterous 
in the idea of a mighty and prosperous 
people abandoning, through abject ter- 
ror of a desperate set, of Southern con- 
spirators, the fertile soil and grand com- 
mercial avenues of the United States, to 
populate a green strip in the heart of an 
inaccessible desert, that, until I saw Brig- 
ham Young’s face glowing with what he 
deemed prophetic enthusiasm, I could not 
imagine him in earnest. Before I left 
Utah, I discovered, that, without a sin- 
gle exception, all the saints were inocu- 
lated with a prodigious craze, to the ef- 
fect that the United States was to be- 
come a blighted chaos, and its inhabitants 
Mormon proselytes and citizens of Utah 
within the next two years,—the more 
sanguine said, ‘* next summer.” 

At first sight, one point puzzled me. 
Where were they to get the orthodox 
number of wives for this sudden acces- 
sion of converts? My gentlemen-read- 
ers will feel highly flattered by a solution 
of this problem which I received from 

VOL. XIU. 32 


Mormons. 


489 


no lesser light of the Latter-Day Church 
than that jolly apostle, Heber Kimball. 

“Why,” said the old man, twinkling 
his little black eyes like a godly Sile- 
nus, and nursing one of his fat legs with 
a lickerish smile, ‘‘is n’t the Lord Al- 
mighty providin’ for His beloved heritage 
jist as fast as He anyways kin? This 
war ’s a-goin’ on till the biggest part 0’ 
you male Gentiles hez killed each other 
off, then the leetle handful that ’s left 
and comes a-fleein’ t’ our asylum ‘Il bring 
all the women o’ the nation along with 
’em, so we shall hey women enough to 
give every one on ’em all they want, and 
hev a large balance left over to distrib- 
ute round among God’s saints that hez 
been here from the beginnin’ o’ the trib- 
ulation.” 

The sweet taste which this diabolical 
reflection seemed to leave in Heber Kim- 
ball’s mouth made me long to knock him 
down worse than I had ever felt regard- 
ing either saint or sinner. But it is cost- 
ly to smite an apostle of the Lord in Salt 
Lake City; and I merely retaliated by 
telling him I wished I could hear him say 
that in a lecture-room full of Sanitary- 
Commission ladies scraping lint for their 
husbands, sweethearts, and brothers in 
the Union army. I did n’t know whether 
saints made good lint, but I thought I 
knew one who ’d get scraped a little. 

To resume Brigham for the last time. 
After a conversation about the Indians, 
in which he denounced the military poli- 
cy of the Government, averring that one 
bale of blankets and ten pounds of beads 
would go farther to protect the mails from 
stoppage and emigrants from massacre 
than a regiment of soldiers, he discover- 
ed that wé crossed swords on every war- 
question, and tactfully changed the sub- 
ject to the beauty of the Opera-House. 

As to the Indians, let me remark by- 
the-by, I did not tell him that I under- 
stood the reason of his dislike to severe 
measures in that direction. Infernally 
bestial and cruel as are the Goshoots, Pi- 
Utes, and other Desert tribes, still they 
have never planned any extensive raid 
since the Mormons entered Utah. In 


490 


every settlement of the saints you will 
find from two to a dozen young men who 
wear their black hair cut in the Indian 
fashion, and speak all the surrounding 
dialects with native fluency. Whenever 
a fatly provided wagon-train is to be at- 
tacked, a fine herd of emigrants’ beeves 
stampeded, the mail to be stopped, or the 
Gentiles in any way harassed, these des- 
peradoes stain their skin, exchange their 
clothes for a breech-clout, and rally a 
horde of the savages, whose favor they 
have always propitiated, for the ambush 
and massacre, which in all but the ele- 
ment of brute force is their work in plan, 
leadership, and execution. I have mul- 
titudes of most interesting facts to back 
this assertion, but am already in danger 
of overrunning my allowed limits. 

The Opera- House was a subject we 
could agree upon. I was greatly astonish- 
ed to find in the desert heart of the con- 
tinent a place of public amusement which 
for capacity, beauty, and comfort has no 
superior in America, except the opera- 
houses of New York, Boston, and Phil- 
adelphia. It is internally constructed 
somewhat like the first of these, seats 
twenty-five hundred people, and commo- 
diously receives five hundred more, when, 
as in the present instance, the stage is 
thrown into the parquet, and the latter 
boarded up to the lgyel of the former for 
dancing. etal the building is a 
plain, but not ungraceful structure, of 
stone, brick, and stucco. My greatest 
surprise was excited by the really exqui- 
site artistic beauty of the gilt and paint- 
ed decorations of the great arch over the 
stage, the cornices, and the moulding about 
the proscenium-boxes. President Young, 
with a proper pride, assured me that ev- 
ery particle of the ornamental work was 
by indigenous and saintly hands. 

“ But you don’t know yet,” he added, 
“how independent we are of you at the 
East. Where do you think we got that 
central chandelier, and what d’ ye sup- 
pose we paid for it ? ” 

It was a piece of workmanship which 
would have been creditable to any New 
York firm, — apparently a richly carved 
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circle, twined with gilt vines, leaves, and 
tendrils, blossoming all over with flaming 
wax-lights, and suspended by a massive 
chain of golden lustre. So I replied that 
he probably paid a thousand dollars for it 
in New York. 

“ Capital!” exclaimed Brigham. “I 
made it myself! That circle is a cart- 
wheel which I washed and gilded; it 
hangs by a pair of gilt ox-chains; and the 
ornaments of the candlesticks were all 
cut after my patterns out of sheet-tin!” 

I talked with the President till a party 
of young girls, who seemed to regard him 
with idolatry, and whom, in return, he 
treated with a sage mixture of gallantry 
and fatherliness, came to him with an 
invitation to join in some old-fashioned 
contra-dance long; forgotten at the East. 
I was curious to see how he would acquit 
himself in this supreme ordeal of digni- 
ty; so I descended to the parquet, and 
was much impressed by the aristocratic 
grace with which he went through his 
figures. 

After that I excused myself from nu- 
merous kind invitations by the ball-com- 
mittee to be introduced to a partner and 
join in the dances. The fact was that I 
greatly wished to make a thorough phys- 
iognomical study of the ball-room, and I 
know that my readers will’ applaud my 
self-denial in not dancing, since it ena- 
bles me to tell them how Utah good so- 
ciety looks. 

After spending an hour in a circuit and 
survey of the room as minute as was com- 
patible with decency, I arrived at the fol- 
lowing results. 

There was very little ostentation in 
dress at the ball, but there was also ¥ery 
little taste in dressing. Patrician broad- 
cloth and silk were the rare exceptions, 
generally ill-made and ill-worn, but they 
cordially associated with the great mass 
of plebeian tweed and calico. Few la- 
dies wore jewelry or feathers. There 
were some pretty girls swimming about 
in tasteful whip-syllabub of: puffed tar- 
latan. Where saintly gentlemen came 
with several wives, the oldest generally 
seemed the most elaborately dressed, and 
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acted much like an Eastern chaperon 
toward her younger sisters. (Wives of 
the same man habitually besister each 
other in Utah. Another triumph of 
grace!) Among the men I saw some 
very strong and capable faces; but the 
majority had not much character in their 
looks, — indeed, differed little in that re- 
gard from any average crowd of men 
anywhere. Among the women, to my 
surprise, I found no really degraded fa- 
ces, though many stolid ones, — only one 
deeply dejected, (this belonged to the 
wife of a hitherto monogamic husband, 
who had left her alone in the dress-circle, 
while he was dancing withachubby young 
Mormoness, likely to be added to the fam- 
ily in a month or two,) but many impas- 
sive ones; and though I saw multitudes 
of kindly, good-tempered countenan- 
ces, and a score which would have been 
called pretty anywhere, I was obliged to 
confess, after a most impartial and anx- 
ious search, that I had not met a sin- 
gle woman who looked high-toned, first- 
class, capable of poetic enthusiasm or 
heroic self-devotion, — not a single wom- 
an whom an artist would dream of and 
ask to sit for a study, — not one to whom 
a finely constituted intellectual man could 
come for companionship in his pursuits 
or sympathy in his yearnings. Because 
I knew that this verdict would be re- 
ceived at the East with a “ Just as you 
might have expected!” I cast aside ev- 
erything like prejudice, and forgot that 
I was in Utah, as I threaded the great 
throng. 
I must condense greatly what I have 
say about two other typical men be- 
sides Brigham Young, or I shall have no 
. room to speak of the Lake and the Des- 
ert. Heber Kimball, second President, 
(prozimus longo intervallo!) Brigham’s 
most devoted worshipper, and in all re- 
spects the next most important man, al- 
though atterly incapable of keeping co- 
herent the vast tissue of discordant Mor- 
mon elements, in case he should survive 
Brigham, is the latter’s equal in years, 
but in all things else his antipodes. His 
height is over six feet, his form of alder- 
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manic rotundity, his face large, pletho- 
ric, and lustrous with the stable red of 
stewed cranberries, while his small, twink- 
ling black beads of eyes and a Satyric 
sensualism about the mouth would indi- 
cate a temperament fatally in the way 
of any apostleship save that of polygamy, 
even without the aid of an induction from 
his favorite topics of discourse and his pa- 
triarchally unvarnished style of handling 
them. Men, everywhere, unfortunately, 
tend little toward the error of bashful- 
ness in their chat among each other, but 
most of us at the East would feel that we 
were insulting the lowest member of the 
demi-monde, if we uttered before her a 
single sentence of the talk which forms 
the habitual staple of all Heber Kimball’s 
public sermons to the wives and daugh- 
ters who throng the Sunday Tabernacle. 

Heber took a vivid interest in Bier- 
stadt’s and my own etérnal welfare. He 
quite laid himself out for our conversion, 
coming to sit with us at breakfast in our 
Mormon hotel, dressed in a black swal- 
low-tail, buff vest, and a stupendous trun- 
cate cone of Leghorn, which made him 
look like an Italian mountebank-physi- 
cian of the seventeenth century. I have 
heard men who could misquote Scripture 
for their own ends, and talk a long while 
without saying anything; but he so far 
surpassed in these particulars the loftiest 
efforts within my former experience, that 
T could think of no comparison for him 
but Jack Bunsby taken to exhorting. 
Witness a sample : — 

«“ Seven women shall take a hold o’ one 
man! There!” (with a slap on the back 
of the nearest subject for conversion). 
“What d’ ye think o’ that? Shall! 
Shall take a hold on him! That don’t 
mean they sha’n’t, does it? No! God's 
word means what it says. And therefore 
means no otherwise, — not in no way, 
shape, nor manner. Not in no way, 
for He saith, ‘I am the way—and the 
truth and the life.” Not in no skape, 
for a man beholdeth his nat’ral shape in 
a glass; nor in no manner, for he straight- 
way forgetteth what manner o’ man he 
was. Seven women shall catch a hold 
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on him. And ef they shall, then they 
will! For everything shall come to pass, 
and not one good word shall fall to the 
ground. You who try to explain away 
the Seriptur’? would make it fig’rative. 
But don’t come to Mn with none o’ your 
spiritooalizers! Not one good word shall 
fall. Therefore seven shall not fall. And 
ef seven shall catch a hold on him, — 
and, as I jist proved, seven will catch a 
hold on him,—then seven ought,—and in 
the Latter-Day Glory, seven, yea, as our 
Lord said un-tew Peter, ‘ Verily I say 
un-tew you, not seven, but seventy times 
seven,’ these seventy times seven shall 
catch a hold and cleave. Blessed day! 
For the end shall be even as the begin- 
nin’, and seventy-fold more abundantly. 
Come over into my garden.” 

This invitation would wind up the 
homily. We gladly accepted it, and I 
must confess, thats if there ever could be 
any hope of our conversion, it was just 
about the time we stood in Brother He- 
ber’s fine orchard, eating apples and ap- 
ricots between exhortations, and having 
sound doctrine poked down our throats 
with gooseberries as big as plums, to take 
the taste out of our mouths, like jam af 
ter castor-oil. 

Porter Rockwell is a man whom my 
readers must have heard of in every 
account of fearlessly executed massacre 
committed in Utah during the last thir- 
teen years. Tle is the chief of the Dan- 
ites, —a band of saints who possess the 
monopoly of vengeance upon Gentiles 
and apostates. If a Mormon tries to 
sneak off to California by night, after 
converting his property into cash, their 
knives have the inevitable duty ef chang- 
ing his destination to another state, and 
bringing back his goods into the Lord’s 
treasury. Their bullets are the ones which 
find their unerring way through the brains 
ofexternal enemies. They are the Heay- 
en-elected assassins of Mormonism,— the 
butchers by divine right. Porter Rock- 
well has slain his forty men. This is his- 
torical. His probable private victims 
amount to as many more. He wears his 
hair braided bebind, and done up ina knot 
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with a back-comb, like a woman’s. He 
has a face full of bull-dog courage,— but 
vastly good-natured, and without a bad 
trait init. I went out riding with him on 
the Fourth of July, and enjoyed his so- 
ciety greatly, — though I knew that at 
a word from Brigham he would cut my 
throat in as matter-of-fact a style as if I 
had been a calf instead of an author. But 
he would have felt no unkindness toward 
me on that account. I understood his 
anomaly perfectly, and found him one of 
the pleasantest murderers I ever met. He 
was mere executive force, from which the 
lever, conscience, had suffered entire dis- 
junction, being in the hand of Brigham. 
He was everywhere known as the De- 
stroying Angel, but he seemed to have 
little disagreement with his toddy, and 
took his meals regularly. He has two 
very comely and pleasant wives. Brigham 
has about seventy, Heber about thirty. 
The seventy of Brigham do not include 
those spiritually married, or “sealed” to 
him, who may never see him again after 
the ceremony is performed in his back- 
office. These often have temporal hus- 
bands, and marry Brigham only for the 
sake of belonging to his lordly establish- 
ment in heaven. 

Salt Lake City, Brigham told me, he 
believed to contain sixteen thousand in- 
habitants. Its houses are built generally 
of adobe or wood,—a few of stone,—and 
though none of them are architecturally 
ambitious, almost all have delightful gar- 
dens. Both fruit- and shade - trees. are 
plenty and thrifty. Indeed, from the 
roof of the Opera- House the city looks 
fairly embowered in green. It lies v 
picturesquely on a plain quite < 
among mountains, and the beauty of its 
appearance is much heightened by the 
streams which run on both sides of all 
the broad streets, brought down from the 
snow-peaks for purposes of irrigation. 
The Mormons worship at present in a 
plain, low building,—I think, of adobe,— 
called the Tabernacle, save during the 
intensely hot weather, when an immense 
booth of green branches, filled with bench- 
es, accommodates them more comforta- 
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bly. Brigham is erecting a Temple of 
magnificent granite, (much like the Quin- 
ey,) about two hundred feet long by one 
hundred and twenty-five feet wide. If 
this edifice be ever finished, it will rank 
among the most capacious religious struct- 
ures of the continent. 

The lake from which the city takes 
its name is about twenty miles distant 
from the latter, by a good road across the 
level valley-bottom. Artistically viewed, 
it is one of the loveliest sheets of water I 
ever saw,—bluer than the intensest 
blue of the ocean, and practically as im- 
pressive, since, looking from the southern 
shore, you see only a water-horizon. This 
view, however, is broken by a magnifi- 
cent mountainous island, rising, I should 
think, seven or eight hundred feet from 
the water, half a dozen miles from shore, 
and apparently as many miles in circuit. 
The density of the lake-brine has been 
under- instead of over-stated. I swam out 
into it for a considerable distance, then 
lay upon my back on, rather than in, 
the water, and suffered the breeze to 
waft me landward again. I was blown 
to a spot where the lake was only four 
inches deep, without grazing my back, 
and did not know I had got within my 
depth again until I depressed my hand 
a trifle and touched bottom! It is a mis- 
take to call this lake azoic. It has no 
fish, but breeds myriads of strange lit- 
tle maggots, which presently turn into 
troublesome gnats. The rocks near the 
lake are grandly castellated and cavern- 
ous crags of limestone, some of it finely 
crystalline, but most of it like our coarser 
Trenton and Black-River groups. There 
is a large cave in this formation, ten min- 
utes’ climb from the shore. 


I must abruptly leap to the overland 
stage again. 

From Salt Lake City to Washoe and 
the Sierra Nevada Mountains, the road 
lies through the most horrible desert con- 
ceivable by the mind of man. For the 
sand of the Sahara we find substituted 
an impalpable powder of alkali, white as 
the driven snow, stretching for ninety 
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miles-at a time in one uninterrupted daz- 
zling sheet, which supports not even that 
last obstinate videlte of vegetation, the 
wild-sage brush. Its springs are far be- 
tween, and, without a single exception, 
mere receptacles of a salt, potash, and 
sulphur hell-broth, which no man would 
drink, save in extremis. A few days of 
this beverage within, and of wind-drifted 
alkali invading every pore of the body 
without, often serve to cover the mis- 
erable passenger with an erysipelatous 
eruption which presently becomes conflu- 
ent and irritates him to madness. Mean- 
while he jolts through alkali-ruts, unable 
to sleep for six days and nights together, 
until frenzy sets in, or actual delirium 
comes to his relief. I look back on that 
desert as the most frightful nightmare of 
my existence. . 

As if Nature had not done her worst, 
we were doomed, on the second day out 
from Salt Lake, to hear, at one station 
where we stopped, horrid rumors of Go- 
shoots on the war-path, and, ere the day 
reached its noon, to find their proofs irre- 
fragable. Every now and then we saw 
in the potash-dust moceasin-tracks, with 
the toes turned in,,and presently my 
ficld-class revealed a hideous devil skulk- 
ing in the mile-off ledges, who was none 
other than a Goshoot spy. How far off 
were the svalpers and burners ? 

The first afternoon-stage that day 
was a long and terrible one. The poor 
horses could hardly drag our crazy wag- 
on, up to its hubs in potash ; and yet we 
knew our only safety, in case of attack, 
was a running fight. We must fire from 
our windows as the horses flew. 

About four o’clock we entered a terrible 
defile, which seemed planned by Nature, 
for treachery and ambush. The great, 
black, barren rocks of porphyry and 
trachyte rose three hundred feet above 
our heads, their lower and nearer ledges 
being all so many natural parapets to 
fire over, loop-holed with chinks to fire 
through. There were ten rifles in our 
party. We ran them out, five on a side, 
ready to send the first red villain who 
peeped over the breasiworks to quick 
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perdition. Our six-shooters lay across 
our laps, our bowie-knives were at our 
sides, our cartouch-boxes, crammed with 
ready vengeance, swung open on our 
breast - straps. We sat with tight-shut 
teeth,—only muttering now and then to 
each other, in a glum undertone, “ Don’t 
get nervous, — don’t throw a single shot 
away, — take aim, — remember it ’s for 
home!” Something of that sort, or a si- 
lent squeeze of the hand, was all that pass- 
ed, as we sat with one eye glued to the 
ledges and our guns unswerving. None 
of us, I think, were cowards; but the 
agony of sitting there, tugging along two 
miles an hour, expecting to hear a yol- 

. ley of yells and musketry ring over the 
next ledge, drinking the cup of thought 
to its miscroscopic dregs,—thal was worse 
than fear! 

Only one consolation was left us. In 
the middle of the defile stood an over- 
land station, where we were to get fresh 
horses. The next stage was twenty miles 
long. If we were attacked in force, we 
might manage to run it, almost the whole 
way, unless the Indians succeeded in 
shooting one of our team,—the coup they 
always attempt. =. 

I have no doubt we were ambushed at 
several points in that defile, but our per- 
fect preparation intimidated our foes. 
The Indian is cruel as the grave, but he 
is an arrant coward. He will not risk 
being the first man shot, though his band 
may overpower the enemy afterward. 

At last we turned the corner around 
which the station - house should come in 
view. 

A thick, nauseous smoke was curling 
up from the site of the buildings. We 

game nearer. Barn, stables, station-house, 
— all were a smouldering pile of rafters. 
We came still nearer. The whole stud 
of horses—a dozen or fifteen—lay roast- 
ing on the embers. We came close to 
the spot. There, inextricably mixed 
with the carcasses of the beasts, lay six 
men, their brains dashed out, their faces 
mutilated beyond recognition, their limbs 
hewn off,—a frightful holocaust steaming 
up into our faces. I must not dwell on 
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that horror of all senses. It comes to 
me now at high noonday with a grisly 
shudder. 

After that, we toiled on twenty miles 
farther with our nearly dying horses; a 
hundred miles more of torturing suspense 
on top of that sight branded into our 
brains before we gained Ruby Valley, 
at the foot of the Humboldt Mountains, 
and left the last Goshoot behind us. 

The remainder of our journey was hor- 
rible by Nature only, without the atro- 
cious aid of man. But the past had done 
its work. We reached Washoe with our 
yery marrows almost burnt out by sleep- 
lessness, sickness, and agony of mind. 
The morning before we came to the sil- 
ver-mining metropolis, Virginia City, a 
stout, young Illinois farmer, whom we 
had regarded as the stanchest of all our 
fellow-passengers, became delirious, and 


had to be held in the stage by main force. 


(A few weeks afterward, when the stage 
was changing horses near the Sink of 
Carson, another traveller became sud- 
denly insane, and blew his brains out.) 
As for myself, the moment that I enter- 
ed a warm bath, in Virginia City, I 
swooned entirely away, and was resusci- 
tated with great difficulty after an hour 
and a half’s unconsciousness. 

We stopped at Virginia for three days,— 
saw the California of ’49 reénacted in a 
feverish, gambling, mining town, — de- 
scended to the bottom of the exhaustless- 
ly rich ‘* Ophir” shaft,— came up again, 
and resumed our way across the Sierra. 
By the mere act of crossing that ridge 
and stepping over the California line, we 
came into glorious forests of ever - living 
green, a rainbow-affluence of flowers, 
an air like a draught from windows left 
open in heaven. 

Just across the boundary, we sat down 
on the brink of glorious Lake Tahoe, 
(once “ Bigler,” till the ex-Governor of 
that name became a Copperhead, and the 
loyal Californians kicked him out of their 
geography, as he had already been thrust 
out of their politics,)—a crystal sheet of 
water fresh-distilled from the snow-peaks, 
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its granite bottom visible at the depth of 
a hundred feet, its banks a celestial gar- 
den, lying in a basin thirty-five miles long 
_by ten wide, and nearly seven thousand 
feet above the Pacific level. Geography 
has no superior to this glorious sea, this 
chalice of divine cloud-wine held sublimely 


up against the very press whence it was 
wrung. Here, virtually at the end of our 
overland journey, since our feet pressed 
the green borders of the Golden State, 
we sat down to rest, feeling that one short 
hour, one little league, had translated us 
out of the infernal world into heaven. 


ON PICKET DUTY. 


“Wirt a green and shadowy wood, 
Circled with spring, alone I stood : 
The nook was peaceful, fair, and good. 


The wild-plum blossoms lured the bees, 
The birds sang madly in the trees, 
Magnolia-scents were on the breeze. 


All else was silent; but the ear 
Caught sounds of distant bugle clear, 
And heard the bullets whistle near, — 


When from the winding river’s shore . 
The Rebel guns began to roar, 
And ours to answer, thundering o’er ; 


And echoed from the wooded hill, 
Repeated and repeated still, 
Through all my soul they seemed to thrill. 


For, as their rattling storm awoke, 
And loud and fast the discord broke, 
In rude and trenchant words they spoke. 


“ We hate!” boomed fiercely o’er the tide ; 
“We fear not!” from the other side ; 


“ We strike !” the Rebel guns replied. 


Quick roared our answer, “ We defend!” 


“ Our rights!” the battle-sounds contend ; 


“ The rights of all/” we answer send. 
” 

“ We conquer !” rolled across the wave ; 

““We persevere !” our answer gave ; 

“ Our chivalry!” they wildly rave. 
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“ Ours are the brave!” ‘ Be ours the free |” 
“ Be ours the slave, the masters we !” 
“On us their blood no more shall be!” 


As when some magic word is spoken, 
By which a wizard spell is broken, 
There was a silence at that token. 


The wild birds dared once more to sing, 
I heard the pine-bough’s whispering, 
And trickling of a silver spring. 


Then, crashing forth with smoke and din, 
Once more the rattling sounds begin, 
Our iron lips roll forth, ““ We win!” 


And dull and wavering in the gale 
That rushed in gusts across the vale 
Came back the faint reply, “‘ We fail!” 


And then a word, both stern and sad, 
From throat of huge Columbiad, — 
“ Blind fools and traitors! ye are mad!” 


Again the Rebel answer came, 
Mufiled and slow, as if in shame, — 
* All, all is lost!” in smoke and flame. 


Now bold and strong and stern as Fate 
The Union guns sound forth, ‘“‘ We wait!” 
Faint comes the distant ery, “* Too late!” 


“ Return! return!” our cannon said ; 
And, as the smoke rolled overhead, 
“ We dare not!” was the answer dread. 


Then came a sound, both loud and clear, 
A godlike word of hope and cheer, — 
“ Forgiveness!” echoed far and near ; 


As when beside some death-bed still 
We watch, and wait God’s solemn will, 
A blue-bird warbles his soft trill. 


T clenched my teeth at that blest word, 
And, angry, muttered, ‘“ Not so, Lord! 
The only answer is the sword!” 

o 
I thought of Shiloh’s tainted air, 
Of Richmond’s prisons, foul and bare, 
And murdered heroes, young and fair, — 
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Of block and lash and overseer, 
And dark, mild faces pale with fear, 
Of baying hell-hounds panting near. 


But then the gentle story told 
My childhood, in the days of old, 
» Rang out its lessons manifold. 


O prodigal, and lost! arise 
And read the welcome blest that lies 
In a kind Father’s patient eyes ! 


Thy elder brother grudges not 
-The lost and found should share his lot, 
And wrong in concord be forgot. 


Thus mused I, as the hours went by, 
Till the relieving guard drew nigh, 
And then was challenge and reply. 


And as I hastened back to line, 
Jt seemed an omen half divine 
That ‘“ Concord” was the countersign. 


OUR PROGRESSIVE INDEPENDENCE. 


Ir is among the possibilities of the 
future, that, in due course of time, the 
United States of America shall become 
to England what England has become to 
Saxony. We cannot be sure, it is true, 
that the mother-country will live, a pros- 
perous and independent kingdom, to see 
the full maturity of her gigantic offspring. 
We have no right to assume it as a mat- 
ter of course, that the Western Autocracy 
will fill up, unbroken, the outline traced 
for it by Nature and history. But Eng- 
land, forced as her civilization must be 
considered ever since the Conquest, has 
a reasonable chance for another vigorous 
century, and the Union, the present storm 
once weathered, does not ask a longer 
time than this to become, according to the 
prediction of the London “ Times,” the 
master-power of the planet. 

The class that guides the destinies of 
Great Britain and her dependencies is 


far-reaching in its anticipations as it is 
deep-rooted in its recollections. Quan- 
tum radice in Tartara, tantum vertice 
ad auras, —if we may invert the poet’s 
words. An American millionnaire may 
be anxious about the condition of his 
grandchildren, but a peer whose ancestors 
came in with the Conqueror looks ahead 
at least as far as the end of the twentieth 
century. The royal astrologers have cast 
the horoscope of the nationality born be- 
neath the evening-star, and report it as 
being ominous for that which finds its na- 
tivity in the House of Leo. * 

Every dynasty sees a natural enemy 
in a self-governing state. Its dread of 
that enemy is in exact proportion to the 
amount of liberty enjoyed by its own 
people. Freedom is the ferment of Free- 
dom. The moistened sponge drinks up 
water greedily ; the dry one sheds it. Rus- 
sia has no popular legislation, and her 
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Emperor almost, perhaps quite, loves us. 
England boasts of her freeborn people, 
and her governing class, to say the least, 
does not love us. 

An unexpected accident of situation 
startled us by the revelation of a secret 
which had been, on the whole, very well 
kept. No play of mirrors in a story,.no 
falling of a screen in a comedy, no flash 
of stage-lightning in a melodrama, ever 
betrayed a lover’s or a murderer’s hidden 
thought and purpose more strikingly than 
the over-hasty announcement that the 
Union was broken into warring frag- 
ments, never again to be joined together, 
unveiled the cherished hope of its Old- 
World enemies. The whispers of expect- 
ant heirs at the opening of a miser’s 
will are decorous and respectful, compar- 
ed to the chuckle of the leading English 
social and political organ and its echoes, 
when the bursting of the Republican 
“Dubble ” was proclaimed as an accom- 
plished fact, and the hour was thought to 
have come when the “ Disunited States” 
could be held up as a spectacle to the 
people of Europe. A Te Deum in West- 
minster Abbey would hardly have added 
emphasis to the expression of what ap- 
peared to be the prevailing sentiment of 
the upper classes. 

If the comparative prudence of the 
British Government had not tempered 
this exultant movement, the hopes of 
civilization would have been blasted by 
such a war as it is sickening to think of: 
England in alliance with an empire try- 
ing to spread and perpetuate Slavery as 
its very principle of life, against a people 
whose watchwords were freedom, educa- 
tion, and the dignity of labor. If the 
silent masses of the British people had 
not felt that our cause was theirs, there 
would have been no saying how far the 
passionate desire to see their predictions 
made facts might have led the proud 
haters of popular government. 

Between these two forces the British 
Cabinet has found a diagonal which has 
met with the usual success of compromis- 
es. The aristocracy, which very natural- 
ly wishes to see the Union divided, is in 
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a fair way of being disappointed, because, 
as its partisans may claim, England did 
not force herself into our quarrel. That 
portion of the middling classes which 
could not tolerate the thought of a Slave 
Empire has been compelled to witness 
a deliberate exposure in the face of the 
whole world of the hollowness of those 
philanthropic pretensions which have been 
so long the boast of British patriots. The 
people of the Union, who expected mor- 
al support and universal indignant re- 
pudiation of the slaveholding Rebel con- 
spiracy, have been disgusted and offend- 
ed. The Rebels, who supposed Great 
Britain, and perhaps France also, would 
join them in a war which was virtually 
a crusade against free institutions, have 
been stung into-a second paroxysm of 
madness. Western Europe failed us in 
the storm ; it leaves them in the moment 
of shipwreck. 

The recent action of the British Gov- 
ernment, under the persuasive influence 
of Mr. Seward’s polite representation, 
that instant hostilities would be sure to 
follow, if England did not keep her iron 
pirates at home, has improved somewhat 
the tone of Northern feeling towards her. 
The late neighborly office of the Cana- 
dian Government, in warning us of the 
conspiracy to free our prisoners, has pro- 
duced a very favorable impression, so 
far as the effect of a single act is felt in 
striking the balance of a long account. 

We can, therefore, examine some of 
our relations with Great Britain in a bet- 
ter temper now than we could do some 
months ago, when we never went to sleep 
without thinking that before morning we 
might be shelled out of our beds by a fleet 
of British iron-clad steamers. But though 
we have been soothed, and in some meas- 
ure conciliated, by the change referred 
to, there is no such thing possible as re- 
turning to the status quv ante bellum. 
We can never feel in all respects to 
England as we felt of old. This is a 
fact which finds expression in so many 
forms that it is natural to wish to see 
how deep it lies: whether it is an effect 
of accidental misunderstanding and col: 


> 


1864] 


lision of interests, or whether it is be- 
cause the events of the last few years 
have served to bring to light the organic, 
inherent, and irreconcilable antagonism 
of the two countries. 

We are all of us in the habit of using 
words so carelessly, that it will help us 
to limit their vagueness as here employ- 
ed. We speak of ‘‘ England” for Great 
Britain, for the simple reason that Ire- 
land is but a reluctant alien she drags af- 
ter her, and Scotland only her most thriv- 
ing province. We are not surprised, 
for instance, when ‘“ Blackwood” echoes 
the abusive language of the metropolitan 
journals, for it is only as a village-cur 
joins the hounds that pass in full ery. 
So, when we talk of “the attitude of 
England,” we have a tolerably defined 
idea, made up of the collective aspect of 
the unsympathetic Government, of the 
mendacious and insolent press, of the mer- 
cenary trading allies of the Rebels, of 
the hostile armaments which have sailed 
from British ports, of the undisguised en- 
mity of many of her colonists, neighbors 
of the North as well as neighbors of the 
South; all of which shape themselves into 
an image having very much the look of 
representing the nation,—certainly much 
more the look of it than the sum of all 


those manifestations which indicate sym- 


pathy with the cause of the North. 

The attitude of England, then, has 
been such, since the Rebellion began, as 
to alienate much of the affection still re- 
maining among us for the mother-coun- 
try. It has gone far towards finishing 
that process of separation of the child 
from the parent which two centuries of 
exile and two long wars had failed to com- 
plete. But, looking at the matter more 
clearly, we shall find that our causes of 
complaint must be very unequally dis- 
tributed among the different classes of 
the British people. 

The Government has carefully 1 meas- 
ured out to us, in most cases certainly, 
strict, technical justice. It could not well 
do otherwise, for it knows the force of 
precedents. But we have an unpleas- 
ing sense that our due, as an ally and 
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a Christian nation, striving against an 
openly proclaimed heathen conspiracy, 
has been paid us grudgingly, tardily, 
sparingly, while our debt, as in the case 

of the Rebel emissaries, has been extort- 
ed fiercely, swiftly, and to the last far- 
thing. We have recognized a change, it 
is true, ever since Earl Russell gave the 
hint that our cause was more popular 
in England than that of the South. We 
have gratefully accepted the friendly acts 
already alluded to. Better late than not 
at all. But the past cannot be undone. 
British “ neutrality” has strengthened 
the arms that have been raised against 
our national life, and winged the bloody 
messengers that have desolated our house- 
holds. Still, every act of justice which 
has even a show of good-will in it is 
received only too graciously by a people 
which has known what it is to be desert- 
ed by its friends in the hour of need. 
Whatever be the motives of the altered 
course of the British Government, — an 
awakened conscience, or a series of “ Fed- 
eral” successes, — Mr. Sumner’s argu- 
ments, or General Gillmore’s long-range 
practice, —a more careful study of the 
statistics of Slavery, or of the lists of 
American iron-clad steamers, — we wel- 
come it at once; we take the offered 
hand, if not with warm pressure, at least 
with decent é¢ourtesy. We only regret 
that forbearance and good offices, and that 
moral influence which would have been 
almost as important as an offensive and 
defensive alliance, had not come before 
the flower of our youth was cut down in 
the battle-field, and mourning and mis- 
ery had entered half the families of the 
land. 

The British arisfoeracy, with all its 
dependent followers, cannot help being 
against us. The bearing which our suc- 
cess would haye on its interests is obvious 
enough, and we cannot wonder that the 
instinct of self-preservation opens its eyes 
to the remote consequences which will 
be likely to flow from the continued and 
prosperous existence of the regenerated, 
self-governing Union. The privileged 
classes feel to our labor- and money- 
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saving political machinery just as the 
hand-weavers felt to the inventor and in- 
troducers of the power-loom. The sim- 
ple fact is, that, if a great nation like ours 
can govern itself, they are not needed, 
and Nobility has a nightmare of Jews 
going about the streets with half a dozen 
coronets on their heads, one over another, 
like so many old beavers. What can we 
expect of the Jaw-spinning heir-loom 
owners, but that they should wish to break 
this new-fangled machine, and extermi- 
nate its contrivers ? The right to defend 
its life is the claim of everything that 
lives, and we must not lose our temper 
because the representatives of an hered- 
itary ruling class wish to preserve those 
privileges which are their very existence, 
nor because they have foresight enough 
to know, that, if the Western Continent 
remains the seat of a vast, thriving, irre- 
sistible, united republic, the days of their 
life, as an order, are numbered. 

“The people,” as Mr. Motley has said, 
in one of his official letters, “ everywhere 
sympathize with us; for they know that 
our cause is that of free institutions, — 
that our struggle is that of the people 
against an oligarchy.” We have eyi- 
dence that this is partially true of the 
British people. But we know also how 
much they are influenced by their polit- 
ical and social superiors, and we know, 
too, what base influences have been long 
at work to corrupt their judgment and 
inflame their prejudices. We have too 
often had occasion to see that the mid- 
dle classes had been reached by the pas- 
sions of their superiors, or infected by the 
poison instilled by traitorous emissaries. 
We have been struck with this particn- 
larly in some of the British colonies. Tt 
is the livid gleam of a reflected hatred 
they shed upon us; but the angle of re- 
flection is equal to the angle of incidence, 
and we feel sure that the British inhab- 
itants of an African cape or of a West- 
India islet would not have presumed to 
sympathize with the Rebels, unless they 
had known that it was respectable, if not 
fashionable, to doso at home. Itis one of 
the most painful illustrations of the influ- 
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ence of a privileged class that the opin- 
ions and prejudices and interests of the 
English aristocracy should have been so 
successfully imposed upon a large portion 
of the people, for whom the North was 
fighting over again the battles of that 
long campaign which will never end un- 
til the rightful Sovereigns have dispos- 
‘sessed the whole race of Pretenders. 

The effect of this course on the part of 
the mother-country has been like that of 
harsh treatment upon children generally. 
Tt chills their affections, lessens their re- 
spect for the parental authority, inter- 
rupts their friendly intercourse, and per- 
haps drives them from the family-man- 
sion. But it cannot destroy the ties of 
blood and the recollections of the past. 
Tt cannot deprive the “ old home ” of its 
charm. If there has been but a single 
member of the family beneath its roof 
who has remained faithful and kind, all 
grateful memories will cluster about that 
one, though the hearts of the rest were 
hard as the nether millstone. 

The soil of England will always be 
dearer to us of English descent than any 
except our own. The Englishman will 
always be more like one of ourselves than 
any ‘“ foreigner” can be. We shall nev- 
er cease to feel the tenderest regard for 
those Englishmen who have stood by us 
like brothers in the day of trial. They 
have hardly guessed in our old home how 
sacred to us is the little island from which 
our fathers were driven into the wilder- 
ness,—not saying, with the Separatists, 
“ Farewell, Babylon! farewell, Rome!” 
but “ Farewell, dear England!” At 
that fearful thought of the invasion of 
her shores, —a thought which rises among 
the spectral possibilities of the future, — 
we seem to feel a dull aching in the bones 
of our forefathers that lie beneath her 
green turf, as old soldiers feel pain in the 
limbs they have left long years ago on 
the battle-field. 

But hard treatment often proves the 
most useful kind’ of discipline. One 
good effect, so far as we are concerned, 
that will arise from the harsh conduct of 
England, will be the promotion of our in- 
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tellectual and moral independence. We 
declared our political independence a 
good while ago, but this was as a small 
dividend is declared on a great debt. We 
owed a great deal more to posterity than 
to insure its freedom from political shack- 
les. The American republic was to be 
emancipated from every Old-World pre- 
judice that might stand in the way of- 
its entire fulness of development accord- 
ing to its own law, which is in many ways 
different from any precedent furnished by 
the earlier forms of civilization. There 
were numerous difficulties in the way. 
The American talked the language of 
England, and found a literature ready- 
made to his hands. He brought his relig- 
ion with him, shaped under English influ- 
ences, whether he called himself Dissent- 
erornot. He dispensed justice accord- 
ing to the common law of England. His 
public assemblies were guided by Parlia- 
mentary usage. His commerce and in- 
dustry had been so Jong in tutelage that 
both required long exercise before they 
could know their own capacities. 

The mother-country held her Ameri- 
ean colonies as bound to labor for her 
profit, not their own, just as an artisan 
claims the whole time of his apprentice. 
If we think the policy of England towards 
America in the year 1863 has been pure- 
ly selfish, looking solely to her own inter- 
est, without any regard to the principles 
involved in our struggle, let us look back 
and see whether it was any different in 
1763, or in 1663. If her policy has been 
uniform at these three periods, it is time 
for us to have learned our lesson. 


Two hundred years ago, in the year 
1663, an Act of Parliament was passed 
to monopolize the Colonial trade for Eng- 
land, for the sake, as its preamble stated, 
“of keeping them [the Colonies] in a 
firmer dependence upon it, and render- 
ing them yet more beneficial and advan- 
tageous unto it, in the further employ- 
ment and increase of English shipping 
and seamen, vent of English woollens 
and other manufactures and commodi- 
ties,” ete. This act had, of course, the 
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effect of increasing and perpetuating the 
naturally close dependence of the Colo- 
nies on the mother-country for most of 
the products of industry. Butin an in- 
fant community the effect of such re- 
strictions would be little felt, and it re- 
quired another century before an exten- 
sion of the same system was publicly ree- 
ognized as being a robbery of the child 
by the parent. To show how far the 
system was carried, and what was the ef 
fect on the public mind of a course found- 
ed in pure, and, as it proved, short-sight- 
ed selfishness, it will be necessary to re- 
call some of the details which help to ac- 
count for the sudden change at last in 
the disposition of the Colonists. 


One hundred years ago, on the tenth 
of February, 1763, a treaty of peace be- 
tween England and France, as the lead- 
ing powers, was signed at Paris. This 
was no sooner arranged than the Minis- 
try began that system of Colonial taxa- 
tion which the Massachusetts House of 
Representatives denounced as tending to 
give the Crown and Ministers “ an abso- 
lute and uncontrollable power of raising 
money upon the people, which by the 
wise Constitution of Great Britain is and 
can be only lodged with safety in the 
legislature.” Part and parcel of this 
system was that comprehensive scheme 
of tyranny by means of which England 
attempted to secure the perpetual indus- 
trial dependence of the American Colo- 
nies, the principle of which we have al- 
ready seen openly avowed in the Act of 
Parliament of 1663, a hundred years ear- 
lier. 

It was her fixed policy, as is well 
known, to keep her skilled artisans at 
home, and to discourage as far as possi- 
ble all manufactures in the Colonies. By 
different statutes, passed in successive 
reigns, persons enticing artificers into 
foreign countries incur the penalty of 
five hundred pounds and twelve months’ 
imprisonment for the first offence, and of 
one thousand pounds and two years’ im- 
prisonment for the second offence. If 
the workmen did not return within six 
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months after warnmg, they were to be 
deemed aliens, forfeit all their lands 
and goods, and be incapable of receiving 
any legacy or gift. A similar penalty 
was laid so late as the reign of George 
III. upon any person contracting with 
or endeavoring to persuade any artificer 
concerned in printing calicoes, cottons, 
muslins, or linens, or preparing any tools 
for such manufacture, to go out of the 
kingdom. 

The same jealousy of the Colonies, lest 
they should by their success in the differ- 
ent branches of industry interfere with 
the home monopoly, shows itself in vari- 
ous other forms. There was, naturally 
enough, a special sensitiveness to the 
practice of the art of printing. Sir Ed- 
mund Andros, when he came out as Gov- 
ernor of the Northern Colonies, was in- 
structed ‘to allow of no printing-press ” ; 
and Lord Effingham, on his appointment 
to the government of Virginia, was di- 
rected “to allow no person to use a print- 
ing-press on any oceasion whatever.” 

The Board of Trade and Plantations 
made a report, in 1731, to the British 
Parliament concerning the “ trades car- 
ried on, and manufactures set up, in the 
Colonies,” in which it is recommended 
that “ some expedient be fallen upon to 
direct the thoughts of the Colonists from 


undertakings of this kind; so much the 


rather, because these manufactures in 
process of time may be carried on in a 
greater degree, unless an early stop be 
put to their progress.” 

In one of Franklin’s papers, published 
in London in 1768, are enumerated some 
instances of the way in which the Colo- 
nists were actually interfered with by 
legislation. 

“Tron is to be found everywhere in 
America, and beaver are the natural 
produce of that country: hats and nails 
and steel are wanted there as well as 
here. It is of no importance to the com- 
mon welfare of the empire whether a 
subject of the king gets his living by 
making hats on this or on that side of 
the water. Yet the hatters of England 
have prevailed to obtain an act in their 
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own favor restraining that manufacture 
in America, in order to oblige the Amer- 
icans to send their beaver to England to 
be manufactured, and purchase back the 
hats, loaded with the charges of a doub- 
le transportation. In the same manner 
have a few nail-makers, and a still small- 
er body of steel-nakers, (perhaps there 
are not half a dozen of these in England,) 
prevailed totally to forbid, by an Act of 
Parliament, the erecting of slitting-mills 
or steel- furnaces in America, that the 
Americans may be obliged to take all 
their nails for their buildings, and steel 
for their tools, from these artificers,” ete. 

“Tt is an idle argument in the Amer- 
icans,” said Governor Pownall, ‘* when 
they talk of setting up manufactures for 
trade; but it would be equally injudi- 
cious in Government here to force any 
measure that may render the manufac- 
turing for home consumption an object of 
prudence, or even of pique, in the Amer- 
icans.” 

The maternal Government pressed this 
matter a little too fast and too far. The 
Colonists beeame piqued at last, and re- 
solved, in 1764, not to purchase English 
stuffs for clothing, but to use articles of 
domestic manufacture as far as possible. 
Boston, always a ringleader in these mis- 
chiefs, diminished her consumption of 
British merchandise ten thousand pounds 
and more in this one year. The Har- 
vard-College youth rivalled the neigh- 
boring town in their patriotic self-sacri- 
fice, and the whole graduating class of 
1770, with the names of Hutchinson, Sal- 
tonstall, and Winthrop at the head of the 
list, appeared at Commencement in black 
cloth of home-manufacture. This act of 
defiance only illustrates more forcibly the 
almost complete dependence of Colonial 
industry at the time of its occurrence, 
the effect of a policy which looked upon 
the Colonies with no reference to any 
other consideration than the immediate 
profit to be derived from them. 

In spite, however, of the hard meas- 
ures employed by England to cripple 
the development of the Colonies in every 
direction, except such as might be prof- 
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itable to herself, it was a very difficult 
matter to root out their affection for the 
mother-country. Pownall, who was in 
this country from 1753 to 1761, succes- 
“sively Governor of Massachusetts, Lieu- 
tenant- Governor of New Jersey, and 
Governor of South Carolina, gives us 
the most ample testimony on this point. 
His words are so strong that none can 
fail to be impressed with the picture he 
draws of a people who ten years later 
were in open revolt against the home 
authorities. 

“The duty of a colony is affection for 
the mother-country: here I may affirm, 
that, in whatever form and temper this 
affection can lie in the human breast, in 
that form, by the deepest and most per- 
manent impression, it ever did lie in the 
breast of the American people. They 
have no other idea of this country [Eng- 
land] than as their home; they have no 
other word by which to express it, and, 
till of late, it has constantly been ex- 
pressed by the name of home. That 
powerful affection, the love of our native 
country, which operates in every heart, 
operates in this people towards England, 
which they consider as their native coun- 
try; nor is this a mere passive impres- 
sion, a mere opinion in speculation, — it 
has been wrought up in them to a vigi- 
lant and active zeal for the service of 
this country.” 

And Franklin’s testimony confirms that 
of the English Governor. 

“The true loyalists,” he says, ‘¢ were 
the people of America against whom the 
royalists of England acted. No people 
were ever known more truly loyal, and 
universally so, to their sovereigns. ... . 
They were affectionate to the people of 
England, zealous and forward to assist 
in her wars, by voluntary contributions 
of men and money, even beyond their 
proportion.” 

Such was the people whose love and 
obedience the greedy and grasping pol- 
icy of the British Government threw 
away, neyer to be regained. The Revo- 
lution came at last, and the people reck- 
oned up the long arrears of oppression. 
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“Tn the short space of two years,” says 
a@ contemporary writer, “nearly three 
millions of people passed over from the 
love and duty of loyal subjects to the 
hatred and resentment of enemies.” 


We have seen that our cautious parent 
had taken good care not to let her Amer- 
ican children learn the use of her tools 
any farther or faster than she thought 
good for them—and herself. They no 
sooner got their hands free than they set 
them at work on various new contriv- 
ances. One of the first was the nail- 
cutting machinery which has been in use 
ever since. All our old houses — the old 
gambrel-roofed Cambridge mansions, for 
instance — are built with wrought nails, 
no doubt every one of them imported 
from England. Many persons do not 
know the fact that the screw-auger is 
another native American invention, hay- 
ing been first manufactured for sale at 
Lancaster, Pennsylvania, in 1776, or a 
little earlier. Eli Whitney contrived the 
cotton-gin in 1792, and some years later 
the machinery for the manufacture of 
fire-arms, involving the principle of ab- 
solute uniformity in the pattern of each 
part, so that any injured or missing por- 
tion of a gun may be instantly supplied 
without special fitting. 

We claim to have done our full share 
in the way of industrial inventions since 
we have become a nation. The four 
elements have all accepted the Ameri- 
can as their master. The great harvests 
of the earth are gathered by his mowing 
and reaping machines. The flame that 
is creeping from its lair to spring at the 
roofs of the crowded city is betrayed to 
its watchful guardians by the American 
telegraphic fire-alarm, and the confla- 
gration that reddens the firmament is 
subdued by the inundation that flows 
upon it from an American steam-fire- 
engine. In the realm of air, the French- 
man who sent a bubble of silk to the 
clouds must divide his honors with the 
American who emptied the clouds them- 
selves of their clectric fires. Water, the 
mightiest of all, which devours the earth 
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and quenches the fire, and rides over the 
air in vaporous exhalations, has been the 
chosen field of ingenious labor for our 
people. The great American inyention 
of ice, — perhaps there is a certain ap- 
proach to its own coolness in calling it 
an invention, though Sancho, it may be 
remembered, considered sleep in that 
light, — this remarkable invention of 
ice, as a tropical commodity, could have 
sprung only from a republican and revo- 
lutionary brain. The steamboat has been 
claimed for various inventors, for one so 
far back as 1543; but somehow or other 
it happened, as it has so often happened, 
that ‘the chasm from mere attempts to 
positive achievement was first bridged 
by an American.” Our wave -splitting 
clippers have changed the whole model 
of sailing-vessels. One of them, which 
was to have been taken in tow by the 
steam-vessels of the Crimean squadron, 
spread her wings, and sailed proudly by 
them all. Our iron water-beetles would 
send any of the old butterfly three-deckers 
to the bottom, as quickly as one of these 
would sink a Roman trireme. 

The Yankee whittling a shingle with 
his jack-knife is commonly accepted as a 
caricature, but it is an unconscious sym- 
bolization of the plastic instinct which 
rises step by step to the clothes-pin, the 
apple-parer, the mowing-machine, the 
wooden truss-bridge, the clipper-ship, the 
carved figure-head, the Cleopatra of the 
World’s Exhibition. 

One American invention, or discovery, 
has gone far towards paying back all 
that the new continent owes to the old 
civilizations. The cradle of artificial 
anesthesia — man’s independence of the 
tyranny of pain — must be looked for 
at the side of the Cradle of Liberty. 
Never was a greater surprise than the 
announcement of this miraculous revela- 
tion to the world. One evening in Oc- 
tober, 1846, a professional brother called 
upon the writer of this paper. He shut 
the door carefully, and looked nervously 
around him. Then he spoke, and told 
of the wondrous results of the experi- 
ment which had just been made in the 
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operating-room. “Tn one fortnight’s time,” 
he said, ‘all Europe will be ablaze with 
this discovery.” He then produced and 
read a paper that he had just drawn up 
for a learned society of which we were 
both members, the first paper ever writ- 
ten on this subject. On that day not 
a surgeon in the world, out of a little 
New-England circle, made any profes- 
sion of knowing how to render a patient 
quickly, completely, pleasantly, safely 
insensible to pain for a limited period. 
In a few weeks every surgeon in the 
world knew how to do it, and the at- 
mosphere of the planet smelt strong of 
sulphuric ether.” The discovery started 
from the Massachusetts General Hos- 
pital, just as definitely as the cholera 
started from Jessore, to travel round the 
globe. 

The advance of our civilization is still 
more strongly marked by the number 
and excellence of musical instruments, 
especially pianos, which are made in this 
country. It would hardly be an exag- 
geration to say that the piano keeps pace 
with the plough, as our population ad- 
vances. More striking evidence than 
even this is found in the fact that the 
highest grade of the highest instruments 
used for scientific research is produced 
by our artisans. One of the two largest 
telescope-lenses in the world is that made 
by Mr. Clark, of Cambridge, whose rep- 
utation is not confined to our own coun-, 
try. The microscopes of Mr. Spencer, 
which threw those of the Continent in- 
to the shade at once, and challenged 
competition with the work of the three 
great London opticians, were made in 
a half-cleared district of Central New 
York, where, in our pilgrimages to that 
Mecca of microscopists, Canastota, we 
found the shrine we sought in the midst 
of the charred stumps of the primeval 
forest. While Mr. Quekett was quoting 
Andrew Ross, the most famous of the 
three opticians referred to, as calling 
“ 135° the largest angular pencil that can 
be passed through a microscopic object- 
glass,” Mr. Spencer was actually mak- 
ing twelfths with an angle of more tha 
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170°, Those who remember the manner 
in which the record of his extraordinary 
success was deliberately omitted from the 
second edition of a work which records 
the minutest contrivance of any English 
amateur, — the first edition having al- 
ready mentioned the “ young artist liv- 
ing in the backwoods,” — will recognize 
in it something of the old style in which 
the mother-country used to treat the 
Colonists. 

It may be fairly claimed that, the alert 
and inventive spirit of the American has 
lightened the cumbrous awkwardness of 
Old-World implements, has simplified 
their traditional complexity, has system- 
atized methods of manufacture, and has 
shown a certain audacity in its innova- 
tions which might be expected from a 
community where every mechanic is a 
voter, and a maker of lawgivers, if not 
of laws. We are deficient principally 
in patience of detail, and the skill which 
springs from minute subdivision of labor 
and from hereditary training. All this 
will come by-and-by, —all the sooner, if 
our ports are closed by foreign war. No 
natural incapacity prevents us from mak- 
ing as good broadcloth, as fine linen, as 
rich silks, as pure porcelain, as the Old 
World can send us. If England wishes 
to hasten our complete industrial inde- 
pendence, she has only to quarrel with 
us. We should miss many things at first 
which we owe to her longer training, but 
they are mostly products of that kind of 
industry which furnishes whatever the 
market calls for. 


The intellectual development of the 
Colonists was narrowed and limited by 
the conditions of their new life. There 
was no need of legislation to discour- 
age the growth of an American litera- 
ture. At the period of the Revolution 
two books had been produced which had 
a right to live, in virtue of their na- 
tive force and freshness; hardly more 
than two; for we need not count in 
this category the records of events, such 
as Winthrop’s Journal, or Prince’s An- 
nals, or even that quaint, garrulous, con- 
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ceited farrago of pedantry and piety, of 
fact and gossip, Mather’s “ Magnalia.” 
The two real American books were a 
“ Treatise on the Will,” and “ Poor Rich- 
ard’s Almanack.” Jonathan Edwards and 
Benjamin Franklin were the only con- 
siderable names in American literature 
in all that period which, beginning with 
Milton and Dryden, and including the 
whole lives of Newton and Locke, reach- 
ed the time of Hume and Gibbon, of 
Burke and Chatham, of Johnson and 
Goldsmith, —a period embracing five gen- 
erations, filled with an unbroken succes- 
sion of statesmen, philosophers, poets, di- 
vines, historians, who wrote for mankind 
and immortality. The Colonies, in the 
mean time, had been fighting Nature and 
the wild men of the forest, getting a kind 
of education as they went along. Out 
of their religious freedom, such as it was, 
they were rough-hewing the ground-sills 
of a free state: for religion and politics 
always play into each other’s hands, and 
the constitution is the child of the cate- 
chism. Harvard College was dedicated 
to ‘Christ and the Church,” but already, 
in 1742, the question was discussed at 
Commencement, ‘“* Whether it be lawful 
to resist the supreme magistrate, if the 
Commonwealth cannot otherwise be pre- 
served,” — Samuel Adams speaking in 
the aflirmative. 


Such was the condition of America at 
the period just preceding the Revolution- 
ary movement. Commercial and indus- 
trial dependence maintained by Acts of 
Parliament, and only beginning to be 
openly rebelled against under the irrita- 
tion produced by oppressive enactments. 
Native development in the fields of letters 
and science hardly advanced beyond the 
embryonic stage ; a literature consisting of 
a metaphysical treatise and a popular al- 
manac, with some cart-loads of occasional 
sermons, some volumes of historical notes, 
but not yet a single history, such as we 
should now hold worthy of that name, 
and an indefinite amount of painful poe- 
try. Not a line, that we can recall, had 
ever been produced in America which 
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was fit to sparkle upon the “stretched 
forefinger ” of Time. Berkeley's “ West- 
ward the course of Empire” ought to 
have been written here; but the curse 
of sterility was on the Western Muse, or 
her offspring were too puny to live. 

The outbreak of the Revolution arrest- 
ed what little growth there was in letters 
and science. Franklin carried his repu- 
tation, the first one born of science in the 
country, to the French court, and West 
and Copley sought fame and success, and 
found them, in England. All the talent 
we had was absorbed in the production 
of political essays and state-papers. Pa- 
triotic poems, satires, jeux d’esprit, with 
more or less of the esprit implied in their 
name, were produced, not sparingly ; but 
they find it hard work to live, except in 
the memory of antiquarics. Philip Fre- 
neau is known to more readers from the 
fact that Campbell did him the honor to 
copy a line from him without acknowl- 
edgment than by all his rhymes. It is 
not gratifying to observe the want, so no- 
ticeable in our Revolutionary period, of 
that inspiration which the passions of such 
a struggle might have been expected to 
bring with them. 

If we are forced to put this estimate 
upon our earlier achievements in the do- 
main of letters, it isnot surprising that they 
were held of small account in the mother- 
country. It is not fair to expect the Brit- 
ish critics to understand our political liter- 
ature, which was until these later years all 
we had toshow. They had to wait until De 
Lolme, a Swiss exile, explained their own’ 
Constitution to them, before they had a 
very clear idea of it. One British tourist 
after another visited this country, with his 
glass at his eye, and his small vocabulary 
of “ Very odd!” for all that was new to 
him; his “ Quite so!” for whatever was 
noblest in thought or deed; his “ Very 
clever!” for the encouragement of gen- 
ius; and his “ All that sort of thing, you 
know!” for the less marketable virtues 
and heroisms not to be found in the Cock- 
ney price-current. They came, they saw, 
they made their books, but no man got from 
them any correct idea of what the Great 
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Republic meant in the history of civiliza~ 
tion. For this the British people had to 
wait until De Tocqueville, a Frenchman, 
made it in some degree palpable to insu- 
lar comprehension. 

The true-born Briton read as far as the 
first sentence of the second paragraph of 
the Declaration of Independence. There 
he stopped, and there he has stuck ever 
since. That sentence has been called a 
“ olittering generality,”—as if there were 
some shallow insincerity about it. But 
because “all that glitters is not gold,” it 
does not follow that nothing which glit- 
ters is gold. Because a statement is gen- 
eral, it does not follow that it is either 
untrue or unpractical. ‘“ Glittering gen- 
erality ” or not, the voice w hich proclaim- 
ed that the birthright of equality belong- 
ed to all mankind was the jiat lua of the 
new-born political universe. This, and 
the terrible series of logical consequences 
that flowed from it, threatening all the 
dynasties, menacing all the hierarchies, 
undermining the seemingly solid founda- 
tions of all Old- World abuses, —this parent 
truth, and all to which it gave birth, made 
up the literature of Revolutionary Amer- 
iea, and dwarfed all the lesser growths 
of culture for the time, as the pine - tree 
dwarfs the herbage beneath the circle of 
its spreading branches. 

As English policy had pursued the uni- 
form course of provincializing our indus- 
try during the colonial period, discourag- 
ing every form of native ingenuity, so 
English criticism, naturally enough, after 
industry was set free, discountenanced 
the growth of a native American litera- 
ture. That famous question of the  Quar- - 
terly Review,” ‘“ Who reads an Amer- 
ican book ?” was the key-note of the 
critical chorus. There were shortcom- 
ings enough, no doubt, and all the faults 
that belong to an imperfectly educated 
people. But there was something more 
than the feeling of offended taste or un- 
satisfied scholarship in the animus of Brit- 
ish criticism. Mr. Tudor has expressed the 
effect it produced upon our own writers 
very clearly in his account of the “ North 
American Review,” written in 1820. He 
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recognizes the undue deference paid to 
foreign critics, and, as its consequence, 
“a want, or rather a suppression, of na- 
tional feeling and independent judgment, 
that would sooner or later have become 
highly injurious.” 

Tt is not difficult to find examples, of 
earlier and of later date, which illustrate 
the tone of British feeling towards this 
country, as it has existed among leading 
literary men, and at times betrayed it- 
self in an insolence which amuses us af- 
ter the first sense of irritation has passed 
away. 

In 1775, Dr. Samuel Johnson, cham- 
pion of the heavy-weights of English lit- 
erature, the ‘* Great Moralist,” the typical 
Englishman of his time, wrote the pam- 
phlet called ** Taxation no Tyranny.” It 
is what an Englishman calls a “clever” 
production, smart, epigrammatic, imper- 
tinent, the embodiment of all that is od- 
ious in British assumption. No part of 
the Old World, he says, has reason to re- 
joice that Columbus discovered the New. 
Its inhabitants—the countrymen of Wash- 
ington and Franklin, of Adams and Jef- 
ferson — multiply, as he tells us, ‘ with 
the fecundity of their own rattlesnakes.” 
Of the fathers of our Revolution he speaks 
in no more flattering terms :—‘* Probably 
in America, as in other places, the chiefs 
are incendiaries, that hope to rob in the 
tumults of a conflagration, and toss brands 
among a rabble passively combustible.” 
All these atrocities and follies amuse and 
interest us now; they are the coprolites 
of a literary megatherium, once hateful 
to gods and men, now inoffensive and 
curious fossilized specimens. 

Tn 1863, a Scotchman, whom Dr. John- 
son would have hated for his birth, and 
have knocked down with his Dictionary 
for his assaults upon the English lan- 
guage, has usurped the chair of the stur- 
dy old dogmatist. The specious imper- 
tinence and shallow assumptions of the 
English sage find their counterpart in the 
unworthy platitude of the Scottish seer, 
not lively enough for “ Punch,” a mere 
disgrace to the page which admitted it; 
whether a proof of a hardening heart or a 
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softening brain is uncertain, but charity 
hopes the latter is its melancholy apol- 
ogy- 

But in the interval between the cudgel- 
stroke of Johnson and the mud-throwing 
of Carlyle, America had grown strong 
enough to bear the assaults of literary 
bullies and mountebanks without serious 
annoyance. The question which had 
been so superciliously asked was at last 
answered. verybody reads an Amer- 
ican book. The morning-star of our lit- 
erature rose in the genius of Irvrya. 
There was something in his personal con- 
ditions which singularly fitted him to in- 
troduce the New World in its holiday-dress 
to the polite company of the Old World. 
Ilis father was a Scotchman, his mother 
was an Englishwoman, and he was born 
in America. “ Diedrich Knickerbocker ” 
is a near relation of some of Scott’s char- 
acters ; ‘* Bracebridge Hall” might have 
been written by an Englishman; while 
“Tchabod Crane” and “ Rip Van Win- 
kle” are American to their marrow. The 
English naturally found Irving too much 
like their own writers in his English sub- 
jects, and they could not thoroughly relish 
his purely American pictures and charac- 
ters. Cooper, who did not love the Eng- 
lish, and showed it, a navy officer, too, who 
dwelt with delight on the sea-fights of the 
War of 1812, was too American to please 
them. Dr. Channing had a limited circle 
of admirers in Great Britain, but could 
reach only a few even of the proscribed 
Dissenting class in any effective way. 

Prescott, we believe, did more than 
any other one man to establish the inde- 
pendence of American authorship. He 
was the first, so far as we know, who 
worked with a truly adequate literary 
apparatus, and at the same time brought 
the results of his extensive, long-contin- 
ued, costly researches into picture-like and 
popular forms. It was not the judgment 
of England, but of Europe, that settled 
his claims in the world of letters; and 
from the day when the verdict of the 
learned world awarded him a place in 
the first rank of historians, the heredita- 
ry curse of American authorship was re- 
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moyed, and the insolent question of the 
Quarterly was asked no more. 

From that time nearly to this the lit- 
erary relations between England and 
America have been growing more and 
more intimate, until every English writer 
of repute reckoned upon his great circle 
of readers in the United States, and ev- 
ery native author of a certain distinction 
depended upon a welcome, more or less 
cordial, but still a welcome, from a Brit- 
ish reading constituency. 

Never had the mutual interchange of 
literary gifts from the one people to the 
other been so active as during the years 
preceding the outbreak of the Great Con- 
spiracy. So close was the communication 
of thought and feeling, that it seemed as 
if there were hardly need ofa submarine 
cable to stretch its nervous strands be- 
tween two national brains that were lock- 
ed in Siamese union by the swift telegraph 
of thought. We reprinted each other’s 
books, we made new reputations for each 
other’s authors, we wrote in each other’s 
magazines, and introduced each other’s 
young writers to our own several pub- 
lics. Thought echoed to thought, voice 
answered to voice across the Atlantic. 

But for one fatal stain upon our insti- 
tutions, — a stain of which we were con- 
stantly reminded, as the one thing that 
shamed all our pretensions, —it seemed 
as if the peaceful and prosperous devel- 
opment of the great nation sprung from 
the loins of England were accepted as 
a gain to universal civilization. In the 
fulness of time the heir of Great Britain’s 
world-shadowing empire came among us 
to receive the wide and cordial welcome 
which we could afford to give without 
compromising our republicanism, and he 
to receive without lessening his dignity. 
It was the seal upon the entente cordiale 
which seemed to have at last established 
itself between the thinkers as well as the 
authorities of the two countries. 

A few months afterwards came the 
great explosion which threatened the 
eternal rending asunder of the Union. 
That the British people had but an im- 
perfect understanding of the quarrel, we 
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are ready to believe. That they were 
easily misled as to some of the motives 
and intentions of the North is plain 
enough. But this one fact remains: 
Every one of them knew, by public, of- 
ficial statements, that what the South 
meant to do was to build a new social 
and political order on Slavery, — recog- 
nized, proclaimed, boasted of, theoretical- 
ly justified, and practically incorporat- 
ed with its very principle of existence. 
They might have their doubts about the 
character of the North, but they could 
have none about the principles or in- 
tentions of the South. That ought to 
have settled the question for civilized 
Europe. It would have done so, but 
that jealousy of the great self- governing 
state swallowed up every other consider- 
ation. 

We will not be unjust nor ungrateful. 
We have as true friends, as brave and 
generous advocates of our sacred cause, 
in Great Britain as our fathers found in 
their long struggle for liberty. We have 
the intelligent codperation of a few lead- 
ing thinkers, and the instinctive sympa- 
thy of a large portion of the people, — 
may God be merciful to them and to 
their children in the day of reckoning, 
which, sooner or later, awaits a nation 
that is false to advancing civilization ! 

But, with all our gratitude to the noble 
few who have pleaded our cause, we are 
obliged to own that we have looked in 
vain for sympathy in many quarters where 
we should assuredly have expected it. 
Where is the English Church in this mo- 
mentous struggle? Has it blasted with 
its anathema the rising barbarism, threat- 
ening, or rather promising, to national- 
ize itself, which, as a cardinal principle, 
denies the Word of God and the sancti- 
ties of the marriage relation to millions 
of its subjects? or does it save its in- 
dignation for the authors of Essays 
and Reviews” and the over- curious 
Bishop of Natal? Where are the men 
whose voices ought to ring like clarions 
among the hosts of their brethren in the 
Free States of the North? Where is 
Lord Brougham, ex-apostle of the Diffu- 
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sion of Knowledge, while the question is 
of enforced perpetual ignorance as the 
cement of that unhallowed structure with 
which this nineteenth century is to be 
outraged, if treason has its way ? Where 
is Dickens, the hater of the lesser wrongs 
of Chancery Courts, the scourge of tyran- 
nical beadles and heartless schoolmas- 
ters? Has he no word for those who 
are striving, bleeding, dying, to keep 
from spreading itself over a continent a 
system which legalizes outrages almost 
too fearful to be told even to those who 
know all that is darkest in the record of 
English pauperism and crime? Where 
is the Laureate, so full of fine indigna- 
tions and high aspirations ? Has he, who 
holds so cheap those who waste their 
genius 
“To make old baseness picturesque,” 


no single stanza for the great strife of 
this living century ? is he too busy with 
his old knights to remember that 


One grentclime . . . . 

Yet rears her crest, unconquered and sublime, 
Above the far Atlantic?” 

has he a song for the six hundred, and 
not a line for the six hundred thousand ? 
Where is the London * Times,” so long 
accepted as the true index of English 
intelligence and enlightened humanity ? 
Where are those graye organs of thought 
which were always quarrelling with Sla- 
very so long as it was the thorn in the 
breast of our nation, but almost do hom- 
age to it now that it is a poisoned arrow 
aimed at her life? Where is the lit- 
tle hunchback’s journal, whose wit was 
the dog-vane of fashionable opinion, once 
pointing towards freedom as the prevail- 
ing wind seemed to blow, now veered 
round to obey the poisoned breath of 
Slavery ? All silent or hostile, subject 
as they are themselves to the overmas- 
tering influence of a class which dreads 
the existence of a self-governing state, 
like this majestic Union, worse than false- 
hood, worse than shame, worse than rob- 
bery, worse than complicity with the 
foulest of rebellions, worse than partner- 
ship in the gigantic scheme which was to 


Independence. 509 


blacken half a hemisphere with the night 
of eternal Slavery ! 

It is the miserable defection of somany 
of the thinking clazs, in this time of the 
greatest popular struggle known to his- 
tory, which impresses us far more than 
the hostility of a few land-grasping nobles, 
or the coldness of a Government mainly 
guided by their counsels. The natural 
consequence has been the complete de- 
struction of that undue deference to for- 
eign judgments which was so long a char- 
acteristic of our literature. The current 
English talk about the affairs that now 
chiefly interest us excites us very mod- 
erately. The leading organs of thought 
have lost their hold upon the mind of 
most thinking people among us. We have 
learned to distrust the responses of their 
timeserving oracles, and to laugh at the 
ignorant pretensions of their literary ar- 
tisans. These “ outsiders” have shown, 
to our entire satisfaction, that they are 
thoroughly incompetent to judge our 
character as a community, and that they 
have no true estimate of its spirit and 
its resources. The view they have taken 
of the strife in which we have been and 
are engaged is not only devoid of any 
high moral sympathy, but utterly shal- 
low, and flagrantly falsified by the whole 
course of events, political, financial, and 
military. 

Perhaps we ought not to be surprised 
or disappointed. With a congenital dif- 
ference of organization, with a new the- 
ory of human rights involving a virtu- 
al reconstruction of society, with larger 
views of human destiny, with a virgin 
continent for them to be worked out in, 
the American should expect to be mis- 
understood by the civilizations of the past, 
based on a quagmire of pauperism and 
ignorance, or overhung by an avalanche 
of revolution. Other peoples, emerging 
from a condition of serfdom, retaining 
many of the instincts of a conquered 
race, get what liberty they have by ex- 
torting it piecemeal from their masters. 
Magna Charta was forced from a weak 
monarch by a conspiracy of nobles, act- 
ing from purely selfish motives, in behalf 
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of their own order. The Habeas Corpus 
Act was unpalatable to the Lords, and 
was passed only by a trick or a blunder. 
What is there in common between the 
states which recognize the rule of any 
persons who happen to be descended from 
the bold or artful men who obtained their 
power by violence or fraud, and a state 
which starts with the assumption that the 
government belongs to the governed, 
subject, we must remember, to the laws 
which make a people a nation, — laws 
recognized just as unhesitatingly by the 
Rebel States as applying to Western 
Virginia or East Tennessee, as the Union 
recognizes their application to these same 
Rebel States ? 

Of course, it is conceivable that we are 
all wrong in our theory of human rights 
and our plan of government. It is pos- 
sible that the true principle of selecting 
the rulers of a nation is to take the de- 
scendants of the cut-throat, the assassin, 
the poisoner, the traitor, who got his foot 
upon a people’s neck some centuries ago. 
It may be that there is an American 
people which will hold itself fortunate, if 
it can be ruled over by a descendant of 
Charles V.,— though Philip II. was the 
son of that personage, and an Ameri- 
can historian has made us familiar with 
his doings, and those of his vicegerent, 
the Duke of Alva. If this is the way 
that people should be governed, then we 
are wrong, and have no right to look for 
sympathy from Old- World dynasties. The 
only question is, How soon it will be safe 
to send a Grand Duke over to govern 
us. 

But if our theory of human rights and 
our plan of government are the true ones, 
then our success is the inevitable down- 
fall of every dynasty on the face of the 
earth. It is not our fault that this must 
be so; the blameless fact of our exist- 
ence, prosperity, power, civilization, cul- 
ture, as they will show themselves on the 
supposition that we are working in the 
divine parallels, will necessarily revolu- 


tionize all the empirical and accidental 


systems which have come down to us 
from the splendid semi-barbarism of the 
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Middle Ages. What all good men de- 
sire, here and everywhere, is that this 
necessary change may be effected grad- 
ually and peaceably. We do not find 
fault with men for being born in posi- 
tions that confer powers upon them in- 
commensurate with their rights. We do 
not wish to cut a man’s head off because 
he comes of a dull race that has been 
taught for generations to think itself bet- 
ter than the rest of mankind, and has 
learned to believe it and practise on it. 
But if nations are fast becoming educat- 
ed to a state in which they are compe- 
tent to manage their own interests, we 
wish these privileged personages to rec- 
ognize it, for their own sake, as well as 
for that of the people. 

The spirit of republican America is 
not that of a wild propagandism. It is 
not by war that we have sought or should 
ever seek to convert the Old World to 
our theories and practice in government. 
If this young nation is permitted, in the 
Providence of God, to unfold all its pos- 
sibilities into powers, the great lesson it 
will teach will be that of peaceful devel- 
opment. Where the public wealth is 
mainly for the governing class, the splen- 
did machinery of war is as necessary as 
the jewels which a province would hard- 
ly buy are to the golden circlet that is 
the mark of sovereignty. Where the 
wealth of a country is for the people, 
this particular form of pyrotechnics is 
too costly to be indulged in for amuse- 
ment. American civilization hates war, 
as such. It values life, because it honors 
humanity. It values property, because 
property is for the comfort and good of 
all, and not merely plunder, to be wast- 
ed by a few irresponsible lawgivers. It 
wants all the forces of its population to 
subdue Nature to its service. It demands 
all the intellect of its children for con- 
struction, not for destruction. Its busi- 
ness is to build the world’s great temple 
of concord and justice; and for this it is 
not Dahlgren and Parrott that are the 
architects, but men of thought, of peace, 
of love. 

Let us not, therefore, waste our strength 
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in threats of vengeance against those mis- 
guided govergments who mistook their 
true interest in the prospect of our ca- 
lamity. We can conquer them by peace 
better than by war. When the Union 
emerges from the battle-smoke,—her crest 
towering over the ruins of traitorous cit- 
ies and the wrecks of Rebel armies, her 
eye flashing defiance to all her evil-wish- 
ers, her breast heaving under its corselet 
of iron, her arm wielding the mightiest 
enginery that was ever forged into the 
thunderbolts of war, — her triumph will 
be grand enough without her setting fire 
to the stubble with which the folly of 
the Old World has girt its thrones. No 
deeper humiliation could be asked for 
our foreign enemies than the spectacle 
of our triumph. If we have any legal 
‘claims against the accomplices of pirates, 
they will be presented, and they will be 
paid. If there are any uncomfortable 
precedents which have been introduced 
into international law, the jealous ‘“ Mis- 
tress of the Seas” must be prepared to 
face them in her own hour of trouble. 
Had her failings but leaned to Freedom’s 
side,—had she but been true to her tradi- 
tions, to her professions, to her pretend- 
ed principles, — where could she have 
found a truer ally than her own offspring, 
in the time of trial which is too proba- 
bly preparing for her? “Tf thou hadst 
known, even thou, at least in this thy 
day, the things which belong unto thy 
peace!” No tardy repentance can ef- 
face the record of the past. We may 
forgive, but history is inexorable. 
England was startled the other day 
by an earthquake. The fast-anchored 
isle was astonished at such a_ tropical 
phenomenon. It was all very well for 
Jamaica or Manila, but who would have 
thought of solid, constitutional England 
shaking like a jelly? The London 
“Times” moralized about it in these 
words: —‘“ We see, afar off, a great 
empire, that had threatened to predomi- 
nate over all mankind, suddenly broken 
up by moral agencies, and shattered in- 
to no one knows how many fragments. 
We are safe from that fate, at least so 
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we deem ourselyes, for never were we 
so united.” ‘A great empire that had 
threatened to predominate over all man- 
kind.” That was the trouble. That was 
the reason the “ Times” was so pleased 
to say, a few months ago, “The bubble 
has burst.” How, if the great empire 
should prove not to haye been shatter- 
ed? how, if the bubble has not burst ? 
— nay, if that great system of intelligent 
self-government which was taken for a 
bubble prove to be a sphere of adamant, 
rounded in the mould of Divine Law, and 
filled with the pure light of Heaven ? 

England is happy in a virtuous queen ; 
but what if another profligate like George 
TV. should, by the accident of birth, 
become the heir of her sovereignty ? 
France is as strong as one man’s life 
can make her; but what if that man 
should run against some fanatic’s idea 
which had taken shape in a bullet-mould, 
or receive a sudden call from that pale 
visitor who heeds no challenge from the 
guards at the gate of the Tuileries, and 
stalks unannounced through antecham- 
bers and halls of audience ? 

The “Times” might have found a 
moral for the earthquake nearer home. 
The flame that sweeps our prairies is 
terrible, but it only scorches the sur- 
face. What all the governments based 
on smothered pauperism, tolerated igno- 
rance, and organized degradation have to 
fear is the subterranean fire, which finds 
its vent in blazing craters, or breaks up 
all the ancient landmarks in earth-shat- 
tering convulsions. God forbid that we 
should invoke any such catastrophe even 
for those who have been hardest upon 
us in our bitter trial! Yet so surely as 
American society founds itself upon the 
rights of civilized man, there is no per- 
manent safety for any nation but in the 
progressive recognition of the American 
principle. The right of governing a na- 
tion belongs to the people of the nation; 
and the urgent duty of those provisional 
governments which we call monarchies, 
empires, aristoeracies is to educate their 
people with a view to the final surrender 
of all power into their hands. A little 
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longer patience, a little more sacrifice, a 
little more vigorous, united action, on the 
part of the Loyal States, and the Union 
will behold herself mirrored in the At- 
lantic and the Pacific, the stateliest of 
earthly empires,—not in her own aspir- 
ing language, but by the confession of her 
most envious rival, predominating over 
all mankind. No Tartar hordes pouring 
from the depths of Asia, no Northern 
barbarians swarming out of the hive of 
nations, no Saracens sweeping from their 
deserts to plant the Crescent over the 
symbol of Christendom, were more ter- 
rible to the principalities and powers that 
stood in their way, than the Great Re- 
public, by the bare fact of its existence, 
will become to every government which 
does not hold its authority from the peo- 
ple. However our present conflict may 
seem at first sight to do violence, in cer- 
tain respects, to the principles of self 
government, everybody knows that it is 
a strife of democratic against oligarchic 
institutions, of a progressive against a sta- 
tionary civilization, of the rights of man- 
hood against the claims of a class, of a 
national order representing the will of 
a people against a conspiracy organized 
by a sectional minority. 

Just so far as the people of Europe un- 
derstand the nature of our armed contro- 
versy, they will understand that we are 
pleading their cause. Nay, if the mass 
of our Southern brethren did but know 
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it, we are pleading theirs just as much. 
The emancipation of indugtry has never 
taken effect in the South, and never 
could until labor ceased to be degrad- 
ing. 

We should be unreasonable to demand 
the sympathy of those classes which have 
everything to lose from the extension of 
the selfgoverning principle. What we 
have to thank them for is the frankness 
with which they have betrayed their hos- 
tility to us and our cause, under circum- 
stances which showed that they would 
ruin us, if it could be done safely and de- 
cently. We shall never be good friends 
again, it may be feared, until we change 
our eagles into sovereigns, or they change 
their sovereigns for a coin which bears 
the head of Liberty. But in the mean 
time it is a great step in our education to 
find out that a new order of civilization 
requires new modes of thought, which 
must, of necessity, shape themselves out 
of our conditions. Thus it seems proba- 
ble, that, as the first revolution brought 
about our industrial independence of the 
mother-country, not preventing us in any 
way from still availing ourselves of the 
skill of her trained artisans, so this second 
civil convulsion will complete that intel- 
lectual independence towards which we 
have been growing, without cutting us 
off from whatever in knowledge or art is 
the common property of Republics and 
Despotisns. 


REVIEWS AND LITERARY NOTICES. 


Heat considered as a Mode of Motion; being 
a Course of Twelve Lectures delivered 
at the Royal Institution of Great Britain, 
by Joun Tynpatt, F. R.S., Professor of 
Natural Philosophy in the Royal Institu- 
tion. New York: D. Appleton & Co. 


Tue readers of the “Glaciers of the 
Alps ” have made the acquaintance of Pro- 
fessor Tyndall as an Alpine adventurer, 


with a passion for frost and philosophy, 
and a remarkable ability both in deserib- 
ing his mountain -experiences and in ex- 
plaining the interesting phenomena which 
he there encountered. Ail who have read 
this inimitable volume will testify to its 
rare attractions. It is at once dramatic 
and philosophic, poetic and scientific; and 
the author wins our admiration alike as a 
daring and intrepid explorer, a keen ob- 
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server, a graphic delineator, and an acute 
and original investigator. 

In the new work on Heat we are intro- 
duced to Professor Tyndall upon the lec- 
turing-platform, where he follows up some 
of the inquiries started in the “ Glaciers ” 
in a systematic and comprehensive man- 
ner. His problem is, the nature and laws 
of Heat, its relation to other forms of force, 
and the part it plays in the vast scheme of 
the universe: an imposing task, but exe- 
cuted in a manner worthy of the gifted 
young successor of Faraday as Professor 
of Natural Philosophy in the Royal Insti- 
tution of Great Britain. 

A comparison of the volume before us 
with any of the previously published trea- 
tises on Heat will afford a striking and 
almost startling proof of the present ac- 
tivity of inquiry, and the rapid progress 
of scientific research. The topics treated 
are the same. The first seven lectures of 
the course deal with thermometric heat, ex- 
pansion, combustion, conduction, specific 
and latent heat, and the relation of this 
force to mechanical processes ; while the 
remaining five treat of radiant heat, the 
law and conditions of its movement, its 
influence upon matter, its relations to oth- 
er forces, terrestrial and solar radiation, 
and the thermal energies of the solar sys- 
tem. But these subjects no longer wear 
their old aspect. Novel questions are pre- 
sented, starting fresh trains of experiment ; 
facts assume new relationships, and are in- 
terpreted in the light of a new and higher 
philosophy. 

The old view of the forces, which re- 
garded them as material entities, may now 
be regarded as abandoned. Light, Heat, 
Electricity, Magnetism, ete., which have 
hitherto been considered under the self- 
contradictory designation of “ Imponder- 
able Elements,’’ or immaterial matter, are 
now, by common Consent, beginning to 
be ranked as pure forces; having passed 
through their material stage, they are re- 
garded as kindred and convertible forms 
of motion in matter itself. The old no- 
tions, that light consisted of moving cor- 
puscles, and that heat, electricity, and mag- 
netism were produced by the agency of 
various fluids, have done good service in 
times past; but their office was only pro- 
visional, and, having served to advance the 
philosophy of forces beyond themselves, 
they must now take rank among the out- 
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grown and effete theories which belong 
to the infantile period of science. This 
change, as will be seen, involves the fun- 
damental conceptions of science, and is 
nothing less than the substitution of dy- 
namical for material ideas in dealing with 
the phenomena of Nature. 

The new views, of which Professor Tyn- 
dall is one of the ablest expositors, are ex- 
pressed by the terms “ Conservation and 
Correlation of Forces.” The first term im- 
plies that force is indestructible, that an 
impulse of power can no more be annihi- 
lated than a particle of matter, and that the 
total amount of energy in the universe re- 
mains forever the same. This principle 
has been well characterized by Faraday as 
‘the highest law in physical science which 
our faculties permit us to perceive.” The 
phrase “ Correlation of Forces” is em- 
ployed rather to express their mutual con- 
vertibility, or change from one to the oth- 
ers. Thus, heat excites electricity, and, 
through that force, magnetism, chemical ae- 
tion, and light. Or, if we start with mag- 
netism, this may give rise to electricity, 
and this again to heat, chemical action, and 
light. Or we can begin with chemical ac- 
tion, and obtain the same train of effects. 

It has long been known that machines 
do not create force, but only communicate, 
distribute, and apply that which has been 
imparted to them, and also that a definite 
amount of fuel corresponds to a definite 
amount of work performed by the steam- 
engine. This means simply that a fixed 
quantity of the chemical force of combus- 
tion gives rise to a corresponding quantity 
of heat, and this again to a determinate 
amount of mechanical effect. Now this 
principle of equivalency is found to govern 
the transmutations of all forms of energy. 
The doctrine of the conservation and cor- 
relation of forces has been illustrated in va- 
rious ways, but nothing has so powerfully 
contributed to its establishment as the in- 
vestigation of the relations of heat to me- 
chanical force. Percussion and friction pro- 
duce heat. A cold bullet, struck upon an 
anvil by a cold sledge-hammer, is heated. 
Iron plates, ground against each other 
by water-power, have yielded a large and 
constant supply of heat for warming the 
air of a factory in winter; while water in- 
closed in a box, which was made to revolve 
rapidly, rose to the boiling-point. What, 
now, is the source of heat in these cases ? 
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The old calorie hypothesis utterly fails to 
explain it; for to suppose that there is an 
indefinite and inexhaustible store of latent 
heat in the rubbing iron plates is purely 
gratuitous. It is now established, that the 
heat of collision and of friction depends, not 
upon the nature of the bodies in motion, 
but upon the force spent in producing it. 

When a moving body is stopped, its 
foree is not annihilated, but simply takes 
another form. When the sledge-hammer 
strikes the leaden bullet and comes to rest, 
the mechanical force is not destroyed, but 
is simply converted into heat; and if all 
the heat produced could be collected, it 
would be exactly sufficient, when recon- 
verted into mechanical force, to raise the 
hammer again to the height from which it 
fell. So, when bodies are rubbed together, 
their surface-particles are brought into col- 
lision, mechanical force is destroyed, and 
heat appears, — the heat of friction. The 
conversion of heat into mechanical motion, 
and of that motion back again into heat, 
may be familiarly illustrated in the case of 
a railway-train. The heat generated by 
combustion in the locomotive is converted 
into motion of the cars. But when it is 
desired to stop the train, what is to be 
done? Its mechanical force cannot be an- 
nihilated ; it can only be transmuted; and 
so the brakes are applied, and the train 
brought to rest by reconverting its motion 
into heat, as is manifested by the smoke 
and sparks produced by the friction. Now, 
as heat produces mechanical motion, and 
mechanical motion heat, they must clearly 
have some common quality. The dynam- 
ical theory asserts, that, as they are both 
modes of motion, they must be mutually 
and easily convertible. When a moving 
mass is checked or stopped, its force is not 
annihilated, but the gross, palpable motion 
is infinitely subdivided and communicated 
to the atoms of the body, producing in- 
ereased vibrations, which appear as heat. 
Heat is thus inferred to be, not a material 
fluid, but a motion among the ultimate 
atoms of matter. 

The acceptance of this view led to the 
highly important inquiry, What is the 
equivalent relation between mechanical 
force and heat? or, how much heat is pro- 
duced by a definite quantity of mechanical 
force? To Dr. Joule, of Manchester, Eng- 
land, is due the honor of having answer- 
ed this question, and experimentally estab- 
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lished the numerical relation. He demon- 
strated that a one- pound weight, falling 
through seven hundred and seventy-two 
feet and then arrested, produces sufficient 
heat to raise one pound of water one de- 
gree. Hence this is known as the mechani- 
cal equivalent of heat, or “Joule’s Law.” 

The establishment of the principle of 
correlation between mechanical force and 
heat constitutes one of the most important 
events in the progress of science, It teach- 
es us that the movements we see around 
us are not spontaneous or independent oc- 
currences, but links in the eternal chain 
of forces, —that, when bodies are put in 
motion, it is at the expense of some pre- 
viously existing energy, and that, when 
they come to rest, their force is not de- 
stroyed, but lives on in other forms. Evy- 
ery motion we see has its thermal value; 
and when it ceases, its equivalent of heat 
is an invariable result. When a cannon- 
ball strikes the side of an iron-plated ship, 
a flash of light shows that collision has 
converted the motion of the ball into in- 
tense heat, or when we jump from the ta- 
ble to the floor, the temperature of the 
body is slightly raised, — the degree of heat 
produced in both cases being ascertaina- 
ble by the application of Joule’s law. 

The principle thus demonstrated has 
given a new interest and a vast impulse to 
the science of Thermoties. It is the fun- 
damental and organizing conception of 
Professor Tyndall’s work, and in his last 
chapter he carries out its application to the 
planetary system. The experiments of 
Herschel and Pouillet upon the amount 
of solar heat received upon the earth’s sur- 
face form the starting-point of the compu- 
tations. ‘Tlie total amount of heat receiv- 
ed by the earth from the sun would be suf- 
ficient to boil three hundred cubic miles of 
ice-cold water per hour, and yet the earth 
arrests but g3gp,d00.0007 Of the entire 
thermal force which the sun emits. The 
entire solar radiation each hour would ae- 
cordingly be sufficient to boil 700,000,000,- 
000 cubic miles of ice-coid water! Spec- 
ulation has hardly dared venture upon the 
source of this stupendous amount of en- 
ergy, but the mechanical equivalent of 
heat opens a new aspect of the question. 
All the celestial motions are vast potential 
stores of heat, and if checked or arrested, 
the heat would at once become manifest. 
Could we imagine brakes applied to the 
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surface of the sun and planets, so as to ar- 
rest, by friction, their motions upon their 
axes, the heat thus produced would be suf- 
ficient to maintain the solar emission for a 
period of one hundred and sixteen years. 
As the earth is eight thousand miles in 
diameter, five and a half times heavier 
than water, and moves through its orbit 
at the rate of sixty-eight thousand miles 
an hour, a sudden arrest of its motion 
would generate a heat equal to the com- 
bustion of fourteen globes of anthracite 
coal as large as itself. Should it fall into 
the sun, the shock would produce a heat 
equal to the combustion of five thousand 
four hundred earth-globes of solid coal, — 
sufficient to maintain the solar radiation 
nearly a hundred years.. Should all the 
planets thus come to rest in the sun, it 
would cover his emission for a period of 
forty-five thousand five hundred and 
eighty-nine years. It has been maintain- 
ed that the solar heat is actually produced 
in this way by the constant collision upon 
his surface of meteoric bodies, but for the 
particulars of this hypothesis we must re- 
fer to the book itself. 

Professor Tyndall opens the question in 
his volume respecting the share which dif 
ferent investigators have had in establish- 
ing the new theory of forces, and his ob- 
servations haye given rise to a sharp con- 
troversy in the scientific journals. ‘The 
point in dispute seems to have been the 
relative claims of an Englishman and a 
German — Dr. Joule and Dr. Mayer — to 
the honor of having founded the new phi- 
losophy. ‘Tyndall accords a high place to 
the German as having worked out the 
view in an a@ priori way with remarkable 
precision and comprehensiveness, while 
he grants to the Englishman the credit of 
being the first to experimentally establish 
the law of the mechanical equivalent of 
heat. But his English critics seem to be 
satisfied with nothing short of an entire 
monopoly of the honor. The truth is, that, 
in this case, as in that of many others fur- 
nished us in the history of science, the dis- 
covery belongs rather to an epoch than 
to an individual. In the growth of scien- 
tific thought, the time had come for the 
evolution of this principle, and it was seized 
upon by several master-minds in different 
countries, who worked out their results 
contemporaneously, but in ignorance of the 
efforts of their fellow-laborers. But if in- 
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dividual claims are to be pressed, and each 
man accorded his aliquot share of the ered- 
it, we apprehend that America must be 
placed before either England or Germany, 
and for the explicit evidence we need look 
no farther than the volume of Professor 
Tyndall before us. The first clear con- 
nection and experimental proof of the mod- 
ern theory was made by our countryman 
Benjamin Thompson,— afterwards knight- 
ed as Count Rumford by the Elector of 
Bavaria. He went to Europe in the time 
of the American Revolution, and, devoting 
himself to scientific investigations, became 
the founder of the Royal Institution of 
Great Britain. Davy was his associate, 
and, so far as the new views of heat are 
concerned, his disciple. He exploded 
the notion of caloric, demonstrated exper- 
imentally the conversion of mechanical 
force into heat, and arrived at quantitative 
results, which, considering the roughness 
of his experiments, are remarkably near 
the established facts. He revolved a brass 
cannon against a steel borer by horse-pow- 
er for two and one-half hours, thereby 
generating heat enough to raise eighteen 
and three-fourths pounds of water from 
sixty to two hundred and twelve degrees. 
Concerning the nature of heat he wrote 
as follows, the Italics being his own: — 
““Whatis heat? Is there any such thing 
as an igneous fluid? Is there anything that 
with propriety can be called caloric? We 
have seen that a very considerable quan- 
tity of heat may be excited by the friction 
of two metallic surfaces, and given off in a 
constant stream, or flux, in all directions, 
without interruption or intermission, and 
without any signs of diminution or exhaus- 
tion. In reasoning on this subject, we must 
not forget that most remarkable circumstance, 
that the source of the heat generated by 
friction in these experiments appeared to 
be inexhaustible. It is hardly necessary to 
add, that anything which any insulated 
body or system of bodies can continue to 
furnish without limitation cannot possibly 
be a material substance; and it appears to 
me to be extremely difficult, if not quite 
impossible, to form any distinct idea of 
anything capable of being excited and com- 
municated in these experiments, except it 
be Morron.” 

In style, Professor Tyndall’s work is re- 
markably clear, spirited, and vigorous, and 
many of its pages are eloquent with the 
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beautiful enthusiasm and poetic spirit of 
its author. These attractions, combined 
with the comprehensiveness and unity of 
the discussion, the range and authenticity 
of the facts, and the delicacy, originality, 
and vividness of the experiments, render 
the work at once popular and profound. 
It is a classic upon the subject of which 
it treats. 


My Days and Nights on the Battle-Field. A 
Book for Boys. By ‘ Carterton.” Bos- 
ton: Ticknor and Fields. 


Tne literature of the war has already 
reached the dimensions of a respectable li- 
brary. The public mind at the instant of 
the outbreak felt an assurance that it was 
to be one of the memorable epochs of man- 
kind. However blinded to the significance 
of the previous conflicts in the forum and 
at the ballot-box, there was a sudden and 
universal instinct that their armed culmi- 
nation was a world-era. The event in- 
stantly assumed its true grandeur. 

The previous discussions seemed local 
and limited. They were squabbles, we 
fancied, among ourselves, which did not 
touch the vitals of our system, and in 
which the world without had neither lot 
nor interest. yen when the fires of de- 
bate and division waxed hotter and hotter, 
and began to break out in violent erup- 
tions in Congress, Kansas, throughout the 
South, and especially at Harper’s Ferry, 
we still said, These are political conflicts, 
mob-violences, raids, abnormal eccentrici- 
ties, which will pass quietly away, when 
the dynasty is changed, and the reins of 
power are fairly grasped by the successful 
rival. 

Europe sends her doctors to witness our 
dissolution. They go South and see the 
mustering of arms and the intensity of 
purpose, and coming North find the whole 
community at their usual pursuits and 
pleasures, regarding the controversy as a 
mere political breeze, and the results in 
which it is beginning to issue as but the 
waves that ever for a short season roll 
fiercely after the storm. 

This indifference was one of the best 
signs of our health. We felt such confi- 
dence in ourselves, that we distrusted no 
future, however cloud-cast. The Constitu- 
tion, sold for a penny-ha’penny in New 
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York, suggested to the mildly sarcastic hu- 
mor of Dr. Russell that it had better be a 
little more valuable in fact, if not so cheap 
in form, He did not see how the People 
were the rightful masters of the Constitu- 
tion, as Mr. Lincoln had said they were 
of Congress and the Courts, and that they 
would take care of it and of themselves 
when the hour really came. 

We did not see it. Blindness in part had 
happened unto the whole nation. The shot 
at Sumter cleft the burdened head of Jove. 
A Nation was born ina day. It saw instant- 
ly the length and the breadth, the height 
and the depth of the conflict. It was nota 
struggle about Slavery and Abolitionism, 
about the white race and the black, about 
union and disunion; but it was a war for the 
rights of man, here and everywhere, to-day 
and forever. The “ glittering generalities ” 
of our Declaration and Constitution sud- 
denly blazed with light, while the dull par- 
ticularities of mere routine faded as a 
waning moon before the glowing sun. 
These were lost in the fiery splendors of 
the grand principles in which alone they 
live and move and have their being. They 
will reappear, meekly shining in their 
humbler sphere, when the great light shall 
withdraw its intenser rays, the object of 
their blazing being accomplished. The 
body of the war is Union, its soul De- 
mocracy ; union for the sake of democ- 
racy, and democracy for the sake of the 
world, Abolitionism is simply a stepping- 
stone to the perfection of the Idea in our 
society. 

The instinct that apprehended the full 
significance of the struggle was universal : 
Europe saw it in the same flash that re- 
vealed it tous. The lightning of the open- 
ing gun, or ever its accompanying thunder 
could follow, leaped, like the lightnings of 
the final judgment, in an instant from west 
to east, and illumined the whole earth with 
its glare. 

In such an awakening it was inevitable 
but that literature should share. And bivg- 
raphies, histories, pictorials, and juveniles, 
in Europe and America, testify to the gen- 
eral consciousness. Into this last-named 
class the little book at the head of this 
notice modestly essays to enter. Had it 
put on airs and spread itself out into the 
broad-margined and large-lettered octavo, 
it might have stood in libraries as a worthy 
compeer of the ablest chronicles. Such a 
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presentation would not have been beyond 
its desert, and would have been more con- 
sistent with the author’s type of mind. 
Yet his simplicity, fidelity, and straight- 
forwardness will make him a better guide 
to advanced youth than the too prattling 
habits of mere child- writers. They ever 
incline to the baby-talk style of composi- 
tion,—“‘ mumming,” as the tavern-woman 
proposed, the bread and milk which they 
set before their youthful readers. “ Carle- 
ton” ever treats his boy-readers as his in- 
telligent equals, and considers them capa- 
ble of understanding the common language 
of books and men. It is refreshing to read 
a book for boys that is not, as most of this 
class are, while pretending to be juvenile, 
actually senile. 

The work opens with the story of the 
causes of the war, in which the author gives 
the old and new counterblasters a quid, or, 
as they will doubtless prefer to call it, a 
crumb of comfort. He traces the origin 
of the war, not to Slavery, but to Tobacco, 
The demand for the new drug was general 
throughout Europe. Virginia was the main 
source of supply. The vagabondish farmers 
would not labor. Negroes arrive, and 
European appetite creates American Sla- 
very. Two hundred years after, the de- 
scendants of these slaveholders fancy that 
a like European demand for another plant 
will insure this Slavery a national sover- 
eignty. ‘Tobacco thus verifies Charles 
Lamb’s unwilling execration. It is not 
Bacchus’s only, but Slavery’s “black ser- 
vant, negro fine,” and belongs, after all, to 
that Africa which he says “breeds no such 
prodigious poison.” The Union lovers of 
“the Great Plant” may be called to de- 
cide between their country and their cigar. 
Will patriotism or the pipe then prevail 4 
We tremble for our country in that con- 
flict of duty and desire. It is odd that 
the two favorite plants of the South should 
thus be charged with our war. These 
innocent leaves and blossoms, babes in 
the wood, are made the bearers of our 
iniquities. Cotton and Tobacco are the 
white and black representatives of the 
vegetable races. Perhaps some fanciful 
theorist may show from this fact, that not 
only all the human races, but those of 
the lower kingdoms, are involved in this 
struggle, and, as in the greater warfare of 
Earth and Time, so in this, its condens- 
ed type, the whole creation groaneth and 


Reviews and Literary Notices. 


517 


travaileth in common with its head and 
master. 

The anti-tobacco doctrine of the opening 
chapter gives place to a clear statement of 
the gathering and organizing of the great 
army; which is followed by descriptions 
of the Battles of Bull Run, Fort Henry, 
Fort Donelson, Shiloh, the Siege of Island 
No. 10, and the capture of Memphis. The 
narratives are illustrated with diagrams 
which set the movements of the contending 
forces clearly before the eye. No deserip- 
tion of the first great battle of the war is 
superior to that here given. It is a pho- 
tographie view of the field and the com- 
batants. We see where the Rebels posted 
their divisions, how our forces were station- 
ed, how we attempted to outflank them, 
how they left their original positions to pro- 
tect the assailed outpost, how the battle 
raged and was decided around that point, 
and how a single mistake caused our first 
repulse, and, for lack of subsequent gener- 
alship, produced the shameful and disas- 
trous rout. Russell’s description is far less 
clear and concise. ‘ Carleton” confirms 
McDowell’s military scholarship, but not 
his generalship. It is one thing to set 
squadrons in the field, it is another to be 
equal to all the emergencies of the strife. 
He traces our defeat to a single mistake, 
not alone nor chiefly to the arrival of rein- 
forcements. He puts it thus. ‘Two regi- 
ments, the Second and Eighth South Caro- 
lina, get in the rear of Griffin’s and Rick- 
ett’s batteries. Griffin sees them, and turns 
his guns upon them. Major Barry declares 
they are his supporters. Griflin says they 
are Rebels. The Major persists in his 
opinion, and the Captain yields. The guns 
are turned back, the South-Carolinians leap 
upon the batteries, and the panic begins. 

The book is especially valuable as it 
describes from personal observation the 
first battles of General Grant. It has no 
better war-pictures than the taking of Fort 
Donelson and the Battle of Shiloh or 
Pittsburg Landing. These were the be- 
ginnings of Grant’s reputation. In them 
are seen the elements of his character, writ 
larger in the more renowned deeds of 
Vicksburg and Chattanooga. They are 
strangely alike. In both he is surprised 
by the enemy at daybreak, and while his 
soldiers are asleep. In both he is at first 
driven from his camp, losing largely of 
men and guns. In both, after a repulse so 
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severe that the Rebel generals fancy the 
day is theirs, and while their men give 
themselves up to the spoiling of his tents, 
Grant, abating no jot of heart or hope, re- 
arranges his broken columns, and plants 
his guns in new positions, in both cases on 
a hill rising from a ravine, whose opposite 
summit is crowned with the Rebel artillery. 
In each case the Rebels cross the ravine 
and attempt to scale the hill, and in each 
case are repulsed with horrible slaughter. 
The parallel stops not here. Grant in both 
battles, as soon as he has stayed the ad- 
vance of the enemy, assumes the offensive. 
The bugles sound the charge, and the Reb- 
els are driven back through our despoiled 
camp, and within their own intrenchments. 
These first-fruits of the great general of 
the war show the difference between him 
and the long-time pet of the nation, Mc- 
Clellan. The latter could not move an 
inch without supplies as numerous and 
superfluous as those of a summer saunter- 
ing lady at a watering-place. Grant does 
not wait for Foote’s gunboats to codperate 
at Donelson, but begins the fight the in- 
stant he reaches the fort. When the boats 
are disabled and retire, he does not wait 
for them to refit and return; nor when the 
enemy fails to rout him, does he rest on 
his well-earned laurels till reinforcements 
arrive, but turns upon them instantly and 
drives them with headlong fury from their 
spoils and defences. There is no Antietam 
or Williamsburg procrastinating. That 
very afternoon his exhausted troops storm 
the fort, and the night beholds him the 
master of the outer works, and with his 
guns raking the innermost fortifications. 
This heroic treatment of the disease of 
Rebellion, with allits loss, results in far less 
fatality than the rose-water generalship of 
the Peninsula, as the statistics of the East- 
ern and Western armies will show. 

The peculiar qualities of General Grant, 
as seen in these battles, are coolness, read- 
iness, and confidence. He is not embar- 
rassed by reverses. He seems the rather 
to court them. He prefers to take arms 
against a sea of troubles. He thinks little 
of rations, ambulances, Sanitary, and, we 
fear, Christian Commissions, but much of 
victory. These creature and spiritual com- 
forts are all well enough in their place, but 
they do not take batteries and redoubts. 
McClellan is the pet of his soldiers, Grant 
the pride of his. McClellan cares for their 
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bodies, Grant for their fame. McClellan 
kills by kindness, Grant by courage. 

This battle-book for boys will hold no 
unimportant place in the war-library of 
the times. Its style is usually as limpid 
as the camp-brooks by which much of it 
was written. In the heat of the contest it 
becomes a succession of short, sharp sen- 
tences, as if the musketry rang in the writ- 
er’s brain and moulded and winged his 
thoughts. It is calm in the midst of its in- 
tensity, and thus happily illustrates by its 
popularity that self-control of the nation so 
well expressed by Hawthorne, — that our 
movements are as cool and collected, if as 
noisy, as that of a thousand gentlemen in 
a hall quietly rising at the same moment 
from their chairs. The battle- grounds 
of Vicksburg, Fredericksburg, Gettysburg, 
and Chattanooga, all of which he saw, or 
by subsequent study of the field has made 
his own, and descriptions of which are 
promised in a companion-volume, will find 
no truer nor worthier chronicler. 


A Compendious History of English Literature, 
ond of the English Language, from the Nor- 
man Conquest. With Numerous Specimens. 
By Grorer L. Crarx, LL. D., Profes- 
sor of History and of English Literature 
in Queen’s College, Belfast. 2 vols. 8vo. 
New York : Charles Scribner. 


Tus is a thorough and an exhaustive 
work, having for its subject that which 
must be of perpetual and increasing inter- 
est to all Englishmen and Americans, and 
to all those colonists who, in different parts 
of the world, are founding nations which 
shall inherit the imperial language, and 
therefore will be entitled to claim a share 
in the literary glories of the mother-land. 
Professor Craik is favorably known as the 
author of works that depend chiefly upon 
industry for their worth; and this elabo- 
rate production must add to the esteem in 
which his learned labors have long been 
held in many quarters. He has left no 
portion of his subject untouched, but af- 
fords to his readers a full and lucid account 
of every part of it, according to the mate- 
rials that are at the command of scholars. 
If defective on any points, it is owing to the 
want of authorities. His survey of Eng- 
lish literature includes not only all writers 
of the first class, but all who can be re- 
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garded as of any considerable distinction ; 
and he has noticed many names which 
have no pretension to be considered as 
even of second-rate importance, but con- 
cerning which general readers may be cu- 
rious, though their curiosity may not carry 
them so far as to induce them to hunt up 
their works. A book of reference, such as 
this book must be to most of those who 
shall use it, is bound to make mention of 
writers whose names are of rare occur- 
rence, but who had their parts, though 
they may have been insignificant ones, in 
building up their country’s literature. Of 
the great writers, Professor Craik devotes 
but little space to Shakspeare and Milton, 
because their works are in everybody’s 
hands ; while from Chaucer and Spenser, 
Swift and Burke, ample specimens are giv- 
en, the author assuming that their writings 
are but little read. Indeed, he declares that 
the great poets and other writers even of 
the last generation have already faded from 
the view of the most numerous class of the 
educated and reading public, —and that 
scarcely anything is generally read except 
the publications of the day. He correctly 
remarks that no true cultivation can be 
acquired by reading nothing but the cur- 
rent literature. This, he says, “is the ex- 
treme case of that entire ignorance of his- 
tory, or of what had been done in the 
world before we ourselves came into it, 
which has been affirmed, not with more 
point than truth, to leave a person always 
a child.” No doubt; but we think the 
learned Professor overrates the extent of 
that neglect of the literature of the past of 
which he complains, —for the editions of 
the works of writers long dead, published 
in the last twenty years, are numerous, 
and we know that books are not printed 
for people who do not care for them. The 
number of readers of contemporary works 
is small, if we compare those readers with 
the population of any given country ; but 
there are more readers now than could be 
found in any other age, not only of the 
books of the day, but of the books of the 
past. 

This work combines the history of Eng- 
lish Literature with the history of the 
English Language. The author’s scheme 
of the course is, as described by him- 
self, extremely simple, and rests, not up- 
on arbitrary, but upon natural or real dis- 
tinctions, giving us the only view of the 
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subject that can claim to be regarded as 
of a scientific character. This part of his 
work will be found very valuable, as it 
popularizes a subject which has few attrac- 
tions for most readers. 

The volumes are printed with great beau- 
ty, and do credit to the Riverside Press, 
from which they come. 


The Federalist: A Collection of Essays, 
written in Favor of the New Constitu- 
tion, as agreed upon by the Federal 
Convention, September 17, 1787. Re- 
printed from the Original Text. With 
an Historical Introduction and Notes, 
by Henry Dawson. In Two Volumes. 
Volume I. 8vo. New York: Charles 
Scribner. 


Tuis volume contains the entire text of 
“The Feederalist,” with the notes append- 
ed by the authors to their productions, 
preceded by an historical and bibliograph- 
ical Introduction, and an analytical Table 
of Contents; in the second volume will 
appear the Notes prepared by Mr. Daw- 
son, which will embrace the more impor- 
tant of the alterations and corruptions 
of the text, manuscript notes which have 
been found on the margins and blank 
leaves of copies formerly owned by emi- 
nent statesmen, and other illustrative mat- 
ter, such as the author justly supposes will 
be useful to those who may examine the 
text of the work, together with a complete 
and carefully prepared Index. Mr. Daw- 
son has devoted himself to the preparation 
of this edition of “ The Feederalist,” and 
labored diligently to make it perfect, gener- 
ally with success ; but he is in error when 
he says, in the Introduction, that there does 
not appear to be a copy of the first edition 
of the work in any public library in Bos- 
ton. There are two copies of it in the 
Library of the Boston Atheneum, both of 
which we have seen. This mistake is an 
unhappy one, as it tends to shake our faith 
in the aceuracy of the editor’s researches. 
Of “ The Federalist ” itself it is not neces- 
sary to say more than that it has the posi- 
tion of an American classic, and that the 
political principles which it advocates are of 
peculiar importance at this time, when the 
loyal portion of the American people are 
engaged in a terrible struggle to maintain 
the existence of that government which 
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Hamilton and Madison labored so diligent- 
ly and successfully to establish. Mr. Daw- 
son’s edition is one of rare excellence in 
everything that relates to externals, and 
in this respect is beyond rivalry. An edi- 
tion of “ The Foederalist,” edited by John 
C. Hamilton, Esq., son of General Hamil- 
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ton, is announced to appear, and will un- 
doubtedly be welcomed warmly by all who 
feel an interest in the fame of the chief 
author of the work, the man, next to 
Washington, to whom we are most in- 
debted for the establishment of our con- 
stitutional system of government. 
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